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THE    GOLDEN    GATE 


PROLOGUE 

.N  San  Francisco  the 
'  rainy  season '  had  been 
making  itself  a  reality 
to  the  wondering  East- 
ern immigrant.  There 
were  short  days  of  drift- 
ing clouds  and  flying 
sunshine,  and  long  suc- 
ceeding nights  of  inces- 
sant downpour,  when 
the  rain  rattled  on  the  thin  shingles  or  drummed 
on  the  resounding  zinc  of  pioneer  roofs.  The 
shifting  sand-dunes  on  the  outskirts  were  beaten 
motionless  and  sodden  by  the  onslaught  of 
consecutive    storms;     the    south-east    trades 
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brought  the  sah'ne  breath  of  the  outlying  Pacific 
even  to  the  busy  haunts  of  Commercial  and 
Kearney  Streets;  the  low-lying  Mission-road 
was  a  quagmire  ;  along  the  City  Front,  despite 
of  piles  and  pier  and  wharf,  the  Pacific  tides 
still  asserted  themselves  in  mud  and  ooze  as 
far  as  Sansome  Street ;  the  wooden  side-walks 
of  Clay  and  Montgomery  Streets  were  mere 
floating   bridges  or   buoyant   pontoons   super- 
posed on  elastic  bogs ;  Battery  Street  was  the 
Silurian  beach  of  that  early  period  on  which 
tin    cans,    packing-boxes,    freight,    household 
furniture,   and    even    the    runaway  crews    of 
deserted  ships  had   been  cast  away.     There 
were  dangerous  and  unknown  depths  in  Mont- 
gomery Street  and  on  the  Plaza,  and  the  wheels 
of  a  passing  carriage  hopelessly  mired  had  to 
be  lifted  by  the  volunteer  hands  of  a  half-dozen 
high-booted  wayfarers,   whose    wearers    were 
sufficiently  content  to  believe  that  a  woman, 
a  child,  or  an   invalid  was  behind  its  closed 
windows,  without  troubling  themselves  or  the 
occupant  by  looking  through  the  glass. 

It  was  a  carriage  that,  thus  released,  even- 
tually drew  up  before  the  superior  public  edifice 
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known  as  the  City  Hall.  From  it  a  woman, 
closely  veiled,  alighted,  and  quickly  entered 
the  building.  A  few  passers-by  turned  to  look 
at  her,  partly  from  the  rarity  of  the  female 
figure  at  that  period,  and  partly  from  the 
greater  rarity  of  its  being  well-formed  and 
even  lady-like. 

As  she  kept  her  way  along  the  corridor  and 
ascended  an  iron  staircase,  she  was  passed  by 
others  more  pre-occupied  in  businc^-;  at  the 
various  public  offices.  One  of  these  visitors, 
however,  stopped  as  if  struck  by  some  fancied 
resemblance  in  her  appearance,  turned,  and 
followed  her.  But  when  she  halted  before  a 
door  marked  '  Mayor's  Office,'  he  paused  also, 
and,  with  a  look  of  half-humorous  bewilder- 
ment and  a  slight  glance  around  him  as  if 
seeking  for  someone  to  whom  to  impart  his 
arch  fancy,  he  turned  away.  The  woman  then 
entered  a  large  ante-room  with  a  certain  quick 
feminine  gesture  of  relief,  and,  finding  it  empty 
of  other  callers,  summoned  the  porter,  and 
asked  him  some  question  in  a  voice  so  sup- 
pressed by  the  official  severity  of  the  apartment 
as  to  be  hardly  audible.     The  attendant  replied 


B» 


4  A  lyASD  OF  THE  GOIJ)EN  GATS 

by  entering  another  room  marked   'Mayor's 
Secretary;  and  reappeared  with  a  stripling  of 


She  halted  before  a  door  marked 'Mayo,', 


Office' 


seventeen  or  eighteen,  whose  singularlv  W  u. 
rtuer  a  slight  scrutiny  of  the 


woman 
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— half  boyish,  half  official — he  desired  her  to 
be  seated,  with  a  certain  exaggerated  gravity 
as  if  he  was  over-acting  a  grown-up  part,  and, 
taking  a  card  from  her,  re-entered  his  office. 
Here,  however,  he  did  not  stand  on  his  head  or 
call  out  a  confederate  youth  from  a  closet,  as 
the  woman  might  have  expected.  To  the  left 
was  a  green-baize  door,  outlined  with  brass- 
studded  rivets  like  a  cheerful  coffin-lid,  and 
bearing  the  mortuary  inscription  '  Private.' 
This  he  pushed  open,  and  entered  the  Mayor's 
private  office. 

The  municipal  dignitary  of  San  Francisco, 
although  an  erect,  soldier-like  man  of  strong 
middle  age,  was  seated  with  his  official  chair 
tilted  back  against  the  wall  and  kept  in  position 
by  his  feet  on  the  rungs  of  another,  which  in 
turn  acted  as  a  support  for  a  second  man,  who 
was  seated  a  few  feet  from  him  in  an  easy-chair. 
Both  were  lazily  smoking. 

The  Mayor  took  the  card  from  his  secretary, 
glanced  at  it,  said  '  Hullo ! '  and  handed  it  to  his 
companion,  who  read  aloud  'Kate  Howard,' 
and  gave  a  prolonged  whistle. 

'  Where  is  she  ? '  asked  the  Mayor. 
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'  In  the  ante-room,  Sir.' 

'  Anyone  else  there  ? ' 

'  No,  Sir.' 

'  Did  you  say  I  was  engaged  ? ' 

'  Yes,  Sir ;  but  it  appears  she  asked  Sam 
who  was  with  you,  and  when  he  told  her,  she 
said.  All  right,  she  wanted  to  see  Colonel 
Pendleton  too.' 

The  men  glanced  interrogatively  at  each 
other,  but  Colonel  Pendleton,  abruptly  antici- 
pating the  Mayor's  functions,  said,  '  Have  her 
in,'  and  settled  himself  back  in  his  chair. 

A  moment  later  the  door  opened,  and  the 
stranger  appeared.  As  she  closed  the  door 
behind  her  she  removed  her  heavy  veil,  and 
displayed  the  face  of  a  very  handsome  woman 
of  past  thirty.  It  is  only  necessary  to  add  that 
it  was  a  face  kno"  /n  to  the  two  men,  and  all 
San  Francisco. 

'  Well,  Kate,'  said  the  Mayor,  motioning  to 
a  chair,  bi ,  without  rising  or  changing  his  atti- 
tude. '  Here  I  am,  and  here  is  Colonel  Pendle- 
ton, and  these  are  office  hours.  What  can  we 
do  for  you  ? ' 

If  he  had  received   her  with  magisterial 
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formality,  or  even  politely,  she  would  have  been 
embarrassed,  in  spite  of  a  certain  boldness  of 
her  dark  eyes  and  an  ever-present  consciousness 
of  her  power.  It  is  possible  that  his  own  ease 
and  that  of  his  companion  was  part  of  their 
instinctive  good-nature  and  perception.  She 
accepted  it  as  such,  took  the  chair  familiarly, 
and  seated  herself  sideways  upon  it,  her  right 
arm  half-encircling  its  back  and  hanging  over 
it ;  altogether  an  easy  and  not  ungraceful  pose. 

'  Thank  you,  Jack — I  mean,  Mr.  Mayor — 
and  you,  too,  Harry.  I  came  on  business.  I 
want  you  two  men  to  act  as  guardians  for  my 
litde  daughter.' 

'  Your  what  ? '  asked  the  two  men  simul- 
taneously. 

'  My  daughter,'  she  repeated,  with  a  short 
laugh,  which,  however,  ended  with  a  note  of 
defiance.  '  Of  course,  you  don't  know.  Well,' 
she  added  half-aggressively,  and  yet  with  the 
of   hurrying    over    a    compromising    and 


air 


inexplicable  weakness,  'the  long  and  short  of 
of  it  is  I've  got  a  little  girl  down  at  the  Con- 
vent of  Santa  Clara,  and  have  had — there ! 
I've  been  taking  care  of  h&r—good  care,  too, 
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boys-for  some  time.  And  now  I  want  to  put 
things  square  for  her  for  the  future  See  ?  I 
want  to  make  over  to  her  all  my  property-it's 
nigh  on  to  seventy.five  thousand  dollars,  for 
Bob  Snellmg  put  me  up  to  getting  those  water 
lots  a  year  ago-and,  you  see,  I'll  have  to  have 
regular  guardians,  trustees,  or  whatever  you  call 
em,  to  take  care  of  the  money  for  her ' 
'Who's  her  father  ?'  asked  the  Mayor 

petuo^sr^'""'^^'''''''-''^^-^'-^^- 

'Suppose  he  isn't  known?    Say  dead,  for 
instance. 

'Dead  will   do,'  said  the  Mayor,  gravely 

Yes,  dead  will  do,'  repeated  Colonel  lendL: 

ton.     After  a  pause,  in   which  the  two  men 

seemed  to  havfe  buried  this  vague  relative  the 

Mayor  looked  keenly  at  the  woman. 

•Kate,  have  you  and  Bob  Ridley  had  a 
quarrel.?  ' 

•Bob  Ridley  knows  too  much  to  quarrel 

with  me,'  she  said  briefly.  ^ 

•Then  you  are  doing  this  for  no  motive 
other  than  that  which  you  tell  me  } ' 
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•Certainly.      That's  motive  enough— ain't 

'  Yes.'  The  Mayor  took  his  feet  off  his 
companion's  chair  and  sat  upright.  Colonel 
Pendleton  did  the  same,  also  removing  his 
c^ar  from  his  lips.  'I  suppose  ,.  .'ll  think 
this  thmg  over  } '  he  added. 

'  No— I  want  it  done  now—right  here— in 
this  office.' 

'  But  you  know  it  will  be  irrevocable.' 
'  That's  what  I  want  it  to  be— somethi  <r 
might  happen  afterwards.'  "^ 

'  But  you  are  leaving  nothing  for  yourself, 
and  if  you  are  going  to  devote  everything  to 
this  daughter,  and  lead  a  different  life 
you'll ' ' 

'  Who  said  I  was  > ' 

The  two  men  paused,  and  looked  at  her. 

'Look  here,  boys,  you  don't  understand. 
From  the  day  that  paper  is  signed,  I've  nothing 
to  do  with  the  child.  She  passes  out  of  my 
hands  into  yours,  to  be  schooled,  educated,  and 
made  a  rich  girl  out  of-and  never  to  know 
who  or  what  or  where  /  am.  She  doesn't 
know  now.  I  haven't  given  her  and  myself 
away  ,n  that  style-you  bet !     She  t^ink.  I'm 
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only  a  friend.  She  hasn't  seen  me  more  than 
once  or  twice,  and  not  to  kr.ow  me  again. 
Why,  I  was  down  there  the  other  day,  and 
passed  her  walking  out  with  the  Sisters  and 
the  other  scholars,  and  she  didn't  know  me — 
though  one  of  the  Sisters  did.  But  they're 
mum — they  are,  and  don't  let  on.  Why,  now 
I  think  of  it,  you  were  down  there.  Jack,  pre- 
siding in  big  style  as  Mr.  Mayor  at  the  exercises. 
You  must  have  noticed  her.  Little  thing, 
about  nine — lot  of  hair,  the  same  colour  as 
mine,  and  brown  eyes.  White  and  yellow 
sash.  Had  a  necklace  on  of  real  pearls  I  gave 
her.  /  bought  them,  you  understand,  myself  at 
Tucker's — gave  two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars 
for  them — and  a  big  bouquet  of  white  rosebuds 
and  lilacs  I  sent  her.' 

'  I  remember  her  now  on  the  platform,'  said 
the  Mayor,  gravely.     '  So  that  is  your  child  ?' 

'You  bet — no  slouch  either.  But  that's 
neither  here  nor  there.  What  I  want  now  is 
you  and  Harry  to  look  after  her  and  her 
property  the  same  as  if  I  didn't  live.  More 
than  that,  as  if  I  had  never  lived.  I've  come 
to  you  two  boys,  because  1  reckon  you're  square 
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men  and  won't  give  me  awav  But  I  want  to 
fix  it  even  firmer  than  that.  I  want  you  to 
take  hold  of  this  trust  not  as  Jack  Hammersley, 
but  as  the  Mayor  of  San  Francisco !  And 
when  you  make  way  for  a  new  Mayor,  he  takes 
up  the  trust  by  virtue  of  his  office,  you  see,  so 
there's  a  trustee  all  along.  I  reckon  there'll 
always  be  a  Sa"  Francisco  and  always  a  Mayor 
— at  least  till  the  child's  of  age  ;  and  it  gives 
her  from  the  start  a  father,  and  a  pretty  big 
one  too.  Of  course  the  new  man  isn't  to  know 
the  why  and  wherefore  of  this.  It's  enough 
for  him  to  take  on  that  duty  with  his  others, 
without  asking  questions.  And  he's  only  got 
to  invest  that  money  and  pay  it  out  as  it's 
wanted,  and  consult  Harry  at  times.' 

The  two  men  looked  at  each  other  with  ap- 
proving intelligence.  '  But  have  you  thought  of 
a  successor  for  me,  in  case  somebody  shoots  me 
on  sight  any  time  in  the  next  ten  years  ? '  asked 
Pendleton,  with  a  gravity  equal  to  her  own. 

•  I  reckon,  as  you're  President  of  the  El 
Dorado  Bank,  you'll  make  that  a  part  of  every 
president's  duty  too.  You'll  get  the  directors 
to  agree  to  it,  just  as  Jack  here  will  get  the 
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Council    to    make  it  the    Mayor's 


Common 
business.' 

The  two  men  had  risen  to  their  feet,  and 
after  exchanging  glances,  gazed  at  her  silently.' 
Presently  the  Mayor  said 

'  It  can  be  done,  Kate,  and  we'll  do  it  for 
you— eh,  Harry .? ' 

'Count  me  in,'  said  Pendleton,  nodding. 

'  But  you'll  want  a  third  man." 

'  What  s  that  for } ' 

'  The  casting  vote  in  case  of  any  difficulty ' 

The  woman's  face  fell.  'I  reckoned  to 
keep  ,t  a  secret  with  only  you  two,'  she  said 
half-bitterly. 

'No  matter.  We'll  find  someone  to  act,  or 
you  11  thmk  of  somebody  and  let  us  know.' 

'  But  I  wanted  to  finish  this  thing  right 
here,  she  said  impatiently.  She  was  silent  for 
a  moment,  with  her  arched  black  brows  knitted 
Then  she  said  abruptly,  'Who's  that  smart 
httle  chap  that  let  me  in  >  He  looks  as  if  he 
might  be  trusted.' 

■That's  Paul  Hathaway,  my  secretary. 
Hes  sensible,  but  too  young.  Stop!  I  don't 
know  about  that.     There's  no  legal  age  neces- 
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sary,  and  he's  got  an  awfully  old  head  on  him,' 
said  the  Mayor,  thoughtfully. 

'  And  /  say  his  youth's  in  his  favour,'  said 
Colonel  Pendleton,  promptly.  'He's  been 
brought  up  in  San  Francisco,  and  he's  got  no 

^ d  old-fashioned  Eastern  notions  to  get 

rid  of,  and  will  drop  into  this  as  a  matter  of 
business,  without  prying  about  or  wondering. 
/'//  serve  with  him.' 

'  Call  him  in  I '  said  the  woman. 
He  came.  Very  luminous  of  eye,  and 
composed  of  lip  and  brow  ;  yet  with  the  same 
suggestion  of  '  making  believe  '  very  much,  as 
if  to  offset  the  possible  munching  of  forbidden 
cakes  and  apples  in  his  own  room,  or  the  hidden 
presence  of  some  still  in  his  pocket. 

The  Mayor  explained  the  case  briefly,  but 
with  business-like  precision.  •  Your  duty,  Mr, 
Hathaway,'  he  concluded,  '  at  present  will  be 
merely  nominal  and,  above  all,  confidential. 
Colonel  Pendleton  and  myself  will  set  the 
thing  going.'  As  the  youth— who  had  appa- 
rently taken  in  and  'illuminated'  the  whole 
subject  with  a  single  bright-eyed  glance- bowed 
and  was  about  to  retire,  as  if  to  relieve  himself 
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of  his  real  feelings  behind  the  door,  the  woman 
stopped  him  with  a  gesture. 

*  Let's  have  this  thing  over  now,'  she  said 
to  the  Mayor.     •  You  draw  up  something  that 
we  :an  all  sign  at  once.'     She  fixed  her  eyes 
on    Paul,    partly   to   satisfy   her  curiosif;  and 
justify  her  predilection  for  him,  and  partly  to 
detect  him  in  any  overt  act  of  boyishness.     But 
the  youth  simply  returned  her  glance  with  a 
cheerful,    easy   prescience,   as  if  her  past   lay 
dearly  open  before  him.     For  some  minutes 
there   was  only   the  rapid  scratching  of  the 
Mayor's   pen   over   the   paper.     Suddenly   he 
stopped  and  looked  up. 
'  What's  her  name? ' 

'She  musn't  have  mine.'  said  the  woman 
quickly.  "That's  a  part  of  my  idea  I  give 
that  up  with  the  rest.  She  must  take  a  new 
name  that  gi  es  no  hint  of  me.  Think  of  one 
can't  you,  .you  two  men.?  Something  that 
would  kmd  of  show  that  she  was  the  daughter 
of  the  city,  you  know.' 

'You  couldn't  call  her  "  Santa  Francisca," 
eh  ?  said  Colonel  Pendleton,  doubtingly. 
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'  Not  much,' said  the  woman,  with  a  serious- 
ness that  defied  any  ulterior  insinuation. 


For  some  minutes  there  was  only  the  rapid  scratching  of  the 
Mayor's  pen 

'Nor    Chrysopolinia?'    said    the    Mayor, 
musingly. 
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But  that's  only  a>^/ name.    She  must  have 
a  family  name,'  said  the  woman,  impatiently. 

'  Can  you  think  of  something,  Paul  }'  said 
the  Mayor,  appealing  to  Hathaway.  '  You're 
a  great  reader,  and  later  from  your  classics 
tnan  I  am.'  The  Mayor,  albeit  practical  and 
Western,  l.ked  to  be  ostentatiously  forgetful  of 
his  old  Alma  Mater,  Harvard,  on  occasions. 

'How  would  Verba  Buena  do.  Sir.?'  re- 
sponded the  youth  gravely.  'It's  the  old 
Spanish  title  of  the  first  settlement  here  It 
comes  from  the  name  that  Father  Junipero 
Serra  gave  to  the  pretty  little  vine  that  grows 
wild  over  the  sandhills,  and  means  "Good 
herb."  He  called  it  "A  balm  for  the  wounded 
and  sore." ' 

'  For  the  wounded  and  sore  > '  repeated  the 
woman  slowly. 

'  That's  what  they  say, 'responded  Hathaway. 

•  You  ain't  playing  us,  eh  ? '  she  said,  with  a 
half-laugh  that,  however,  scarcely  curved  the 
open  mouth  with  which  she  had  been  regarding 
the  young  secretary. 

'  No."  said  the  Mayor,  hurriedly.  '  It's  true. 
I've  often  heard  it.      And  a  capital  name  it 
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would  be  for  her  too.  Verba  the  first  name, 
Buena  the  second.  She  could  be  called  Miss 
Buena  when  she  grows  up.' 

'Verba  Buena  it  is,'  she  said  suddenly. 
Then,  indicating  the  youth  with  a  slight  toss 
of  her  h.,> ,  dsome  n  ad.  '  H  is  head's  level— you 
can  see  that' 

There  was  a  silence  again,  and  the  scratch- 
ing of  the   Mayor's  pen  continued.     Colonel 
Pendleton  buttoned  up  his  coat,  pulled  his  long 
moustache    into   shape,    slightly  arranged   his 
collar,  and  walked  to  the  window  without  look- 
ing at  the  woman.     Presently  the  Mayor  arose 
from  his  seat,  and,  with  a  certain  formal  courtesy 
that  had  been  wanting  in  his  previous  manner, 
handed  her  his  pen  and  arranged  his  chair  for 
her  at  the  desk.     She  took  the  pen,  and  rapidly 
appended  her  signature  to  the  paper.     The 
others  followed,  and,  obedient  to  a  sign  from 
him,  the  porter  was  summoned  from  the  outer 
office  to  witness  the   signatures.      When  this 
was  over,  the  Mayor  turned  to  his  secretary. 
'  That's  all  just  now,  Paul.' 

Accepting  this   implied  dismissal  with  un- 
disturbed  gravity,    the    newly   made   youthfu" 
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guardian  bowed  and  retired.  When  the  green- 
baize  door  had  closed  upon  him,  the  Mayor 
turned  abruptly  to  the  woman  with  the  paper 
in  his  hand. 

'  Look  here,  Kate ;  there  is  still  time  for 
you  to  reconsider  your  action,  and  tear  up  this 
solitary  record  of  it.  If  you  choose  to  do  so, 
say  so,  and  I  promise  you  that  this  interview, 
and  all  you  have  told  us,  shall  never  pass 
beyond  these  walls.  No  one  will  be  the  wiser 
for  it,  and  we  will  give  you  full  credit  for  having 
attempted  something  that  was  too  much  for  you 
to  perform.' 

She  had  half-risen  from  her  chair  when  he 
began,  but  fell  back  again  in  her  former  position 
and  looked  impatiently  from  him  to  his  com- 
panion, who  was  also  regarding  her  earnestly. 

'  What  are  you  talking  about  ? '  she  said 
sharply.    ■ 

'  You,  Kate,'  said  the  Mayor.  '  You  have 
given  everything  you  possess  to  this  child. 
What  provision  have  you  made  for  yourself?' 

'  Do  I  look  played  out  ? '  she  said,  facing 
them. 

She  certainly  did  not  look  like  anything  but 
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a  strong,  handsome,  resolute  woman ;   but  the 
men  did  not  reply. 

*  That  is  not  all,  Kate,'  continued  the  Mayor, 
folding  his  arms  and  looking  down  upon  her. 
'Have  you  thought  A^hat  this  means?  It  is 
the  complete  renunciation  not  only  of  any 
claim  but  any  interest  'in  your  child.  That  is 
what  you  have  just  signed,  and  what  it  will 
be  our  duty  now  to  keep  you  to.  From  this 
moment  we  stand  between  you  and  her,  as  we 
stand  between  her  and  the  world.  Are  you 
reaHy  to  see  her  grow  up  away  from  you, 
losing  even  the  little  recollection  she  has  had 
of  your  kindness— passmg  you  in  the  street 
without  knowing  you,  perhaps  even  having 
you  pointed  out  to  her  as  a  person  she  should 
avoid  ?  Are  you  prepared  to  shut  your  eyes 
and  ears  henceforth  to  all  that  you  may  hear 
of  her  new  life,  when  she  is  happy,  rich, 
respectable,  a  courted  heiress— perhaps  the 
wife  of  some  great  man }  Are  you  ready  to 
accept  that  she  will  never  know— that  no  one 
will  ever  know— that  you  had  any  share  in 
making  her  so,  and  that  if  you  should  ever 
breathe  it  abroad  we  shall  hold  it  our  duty  to 
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deny  it,  and  brand  the  man  who  takes  it  up  for 
you  as  a  liar  and  the  slanderer  of  an  honest  girl  ?' 
'That's  what  I  came  here  for,"  she  said 
curtly;  then,  regarding  them  curiously,  and 
running  her  ringed  hand  up  and  down  the 
railed  back  of  her  chair,  she  added,  with  a  half- 
laugh,  *  What  are  you  playin'  me  for,  boys  ?' 

'  But,'  said  Colonel  Pendleton,  without  heed- 
ing her,  '  are  you  ready  to  know  that  in  sickness 
or  affliction  you  will  ^oe.  powerless  to  help  her ; 
that  a  stranger  will  take  your  place  at  her  bed- 
side, that  as  she  has  lived  without  knowing  you 
she  will  die  without  that  knowledge,  or  that  if 
through  any  weakness  of  yours  it  came  to  her 
then,  it  would  embitter  her  last  thoughts  of 
earth  and,  dying,  she  would  curse  you  ? ' 

The  smile  upon  her  half-open  mouth  still 
fluttered  around  it,  and  her  curved  fingers  still 
ran  up  and  down  the  rails  of  the  chair-back  as  if 
they  were  the  chords  of  some  mute  instrument, 
to  which  she  was  trying  to  give  voice.  Her 
rings  once  or  twice  grated  upon  them  as  if  she 
had  at  times  gripped  them  closely.  But  she 
rose  quickly  when  he  paused,  said  '  Yes ' 
sharply,  and  put  the  chair  back  against  the  wall. 
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'  Then   I  will  send  you  copies  of  this  to- 
morrow, and  take  an  assignment  of  the  property." 
'  I've  got  the  check  here  for  it  now,'  she 


'  Do  you  know  who  ihat  woman  is  f ' 
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said,  drawing  it  from  her  pocket  and  laying  it 
I'pon  the  desk.  '  There,  I  reckon  that's  finished. 
Good-bye  i ' 

The  Mayor  took  up  his  hat.  Colonel 
Pendleton  did  the  same ;  both  men  preceded 
her  to  the  door,  and  held  it  open  with  grave 
politeness  for  her  to  pass. 

'  Where  are  you  boys  going  } '  she  asked, 
glancing  from  the  one  to  the  other. 

'  To  see  you  to  your  carriage,  Mrs.  Howard,' 
said  the  Mayor,  in  a  voice  that  had  become 
somewhat  deeper. 

'  Through  the  whole  building  ?  Past  all  the 
people  in  the  hall  and  on  the  stairs  >  Why,  I 
passed  Dan  Stewart  as  I  came  in.' 

'  If  you  will  allow  us  ? '  he  said,  turning  half- 
appealingly  to  Colonel  Pendleton,  who  without 
speaking,  made  a  low  bow  of  assent. 

A  slight  flush  rose  to  her  face— the  first  and 
only  change  in  the  even  healthy  colour  she  had 
shown  during  the  interview. 

'  I  reckon  I  won't  trouble  you,  boys,  if  it's 
all  the  same  to  you,'  she  said,  with  her  half- 
strident  laugh.  '  Fou  mightn't  mind  being  seen 
— but  /  would — Good-bye.' 
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She  held  out  a  hand  to  each  of  the  men, 
who  remained  for  an  instant  silently  holding 
them.  Then  she  passed  out  of  the  door,  slip- 
ping on  her  close  black  veil  as  she  did  so  with 
a  half-funereal  suggestion,  and  they  saw  her  tall 
handsome  figure  fade  into  the  shadows  of  the 
long  corridor. 

'  Paul,'  said  the  Mayor,  re-entering  the  office 
and  turning  to  his  secretary,  '  do  you  know  who 
that  woman  is  ? ' 

'  Yes,  Sir.' 

'  She's  one  in  a  million !  And  now  forget 
that  you  have  ever  seen  her.' 
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CHAPTER   I 

IHE  principal  parlour  of 
the    New  Golden  Gate 
Hotel  in  San  Francisco, 
fairly  reported  by  the  lo- 
cal press  as  being  '  truly 
palatial '  in   its  appoint- 
ments and  unrivalled  in 
its  upholstery,  was,  never- 
theless,   on    August    5, 
i860,    of    that   startling 
newness    that    checked    any   familiarity,    and 
evidently  had  produced  some   embarrassment 
in  the  limbs  of  four  visitors  who  had  just  been 
ushered  into  its  glories.     After  hesitating  before 
one  or  two  gorgeous  fawn-coloured  brocaded 
easy-chairs  of  appalling  and  spotless  virginity, 
one  of  them  seated  himself  despairingly  on  a 
t^te-k-tete  sofa  in  marked  and  painful  isolation, 
while  another  sat  uncomfortably  upright  on  a 
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sofa.  The  two  others  remained  standing, 
vaguely  gazing  at  the  ceiling,  and  exchanging 
ostentatiously  admiring  but  hollow  remarks 
about  the  furniture  in  unnecessary  whispers. 
Yet  they  were  apparently  men  of  a  certain 
habit  of  importance  and  small  authority,  with 
more  or  less  critical  attitude  in  their  speech. 

To  them  presently  entered  a  young  man  of 
about  five-and-twenty,  with  remarkably  bright 
and  singularly  sympathetic  eyes.  Having  swept 
the  group  in  a  smiling  glance,  he  singled  out 
the  lonely  occupier  of  the  t6te-a-tete,  and  mover' 
pleasandy  towards  him.  The  man  rose  instandy 
with  an  eager  gratified  look. 

'  Well,  Paul,  I  didn't  allow  you'ld  remember 
me.  It's  a  matter  of  four  years  since  we  met  at 
Marysville.  And  now  you're  bein'  a  great  man 
you've  .  .' 

.0  one  could  have  known  from  the  young 
man's  smiling  face  that  he  really  had  not  recog- 
nised his  visitor  at  first,  and  that  his  greeting 
was  only  an  exhibition  of  one  of  those  happy 
instincts  for  which  he  was  remarkable.  But, 
following  the  clue  suggested  by  his  visitor,  he 
was  able  to  say  promptly  and  gaily — 
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'  I  don't  know  why  I  should  forget  Tony 
Shear  or  the  Marysville  boys,'  turning  with  a 


•  I  didn't  allow  you'ld  remember  mo ' 


half-confiding  smile  to  the  other  visitors,  who, 
after  the  human  fashion,  were  beginning  to  be 
resentfully  impatient  of  this  special  attention. 
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'  Well,  no-for  I've  alius  said  ciiat  you  took 
your  first   start   from    Marysville.       ibui    I've 
brought  a   few  friends  of  our   Party— that    I 
reckoned  to  introduce  to  you.     Cap'en  Stidger, 
Chairman  of  our  Central  Committee,  Mr.  Henry 
J.  Hoskins,  of  the  firm  of  Hoskinsand  Bloomer 
and  Joe  Slate,  of  the  '  Union  Press,'  one  of  our 
most  promising  journalists.      Gentlemen,'   he 
contmued,  suddenly  and  without  warning  lifting 
his  voice  to  an  oratorical  plane  in  startling  con- 
trast to  his  previous   unaffected  utterance    'I 
needn't  say  that  this  is  the  Honourable  Paul 
Hathaway— the  youngest  State  Senator  in  the 
Legislature.      You  know  his  record!'     Then 
recovering  the  ordinary  accents  of  humanity,  he 
added,  '  We  read  of  your  departure  last  night 
from   Sacramento,  and    I    thought  we'd    come 
early,  afore  the  crowd.' 

'Proud  to  know  you,  Sir,'  said  Captain 
Stidger,  suddenly  lifting  the  conversation  to  the 
platform  again.  '  I  have  followed  your  career. 
Sir.  I've  read  your  speech,  Mr.  Hathaway,' 
and,  as  I  was  telling  our  mutual  friend,  Mr. 
'hear,  as  we  came  along,  I  don't  know  any  man 
that  could  state  the  real  Party  issues  as  squarely. 
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Your  castigating  exposition  of  so-called  Feffer 

to  s^n  fv  1  ^f  ^^t"""^  ""'•     ^°"  '^'^-^  only 
to  s,gn.fy  the  day,  S,r,  that  you  will  address  us 

and  I  can  promise  you  the  Iiro-P«f      a- 
San  Francisco.'  ^    '  ^"""'^""^  '" 

:  i'm  instructed    by  the    proprietor   of  the 

in  reply  to  die  Admrlut^,  strictures  on  v™„ 
speech  or  to  uike  any  info™,"™  'Z 
HaWor  the  benefit  or  onrre^rsU  7 

away!' S"i,rH'T  ""r'  "'■  "^">- 

/.    :.aia     Mr.     Hojkins,    placing    a    laree 
bus.ness  card  in  Hathaway  s  hand.^  •  and  ^^l 

a'-gest   business  m   the  way    of   canned 
prov.s.ons  and  domestic  groceries'in  the^te 
and  g.ve   you    a  look   around    Battery-street' 
gene^lly.     Or  if  you',,  name  your  daT    I  ve 
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got  a  pair  of  2-35  Blue  Grass  horses  thifll  c  • 
you  out  to  the  Cliff  H^       .    "orses  that  11  spin 
IVp  \..a  n  °"^'' '°  ^'""er  and  back 

i  ve  had  Governor  Ffske  an^  c  ,^ 

Nothing    could    exceed    Mr     Hifh.       • 

enjoying  httrwi::::::,:^,^^^^^^^^^^^ 

they  found  hi.  irresistibi;aZ:ve.S 

street^'^T  ''''  ^T  '""^^  "P  '°  Montgomery- 
street,    interposed  Mr    Shoar  ;„      u   ^"^"^ 

admiring  aside.  '  '"  ^  '^"^'"^^  f'"' 

.     '  When  Mr.  Hammersley  was  Mavnr  •  . 
tmued  Hathaway.  ^  '^'  ''°"- 

-afofe1e"w "'"'''  P°^'''— P-ate  secretary 
aJore  he  was  twenty,'  explained   Shear   Jo 

perfectly  audible  confidence  '  '" 

«         g'-o^'n,  Sir,  m  a  smgle  night.'  said 
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Captain  Stidger.  hastily  ascending  the  rostrum 
agam  wuh  a  mixed  metaphor,  to  the  apparent 
concern  of  a  party  of  handsomely  dressed  yoong 
lad.es  who  had  recently  entered  the  parlour 
btretchmg  from  South  Park  to  Black  Point 
and  running  back  to  the  Mission  Dolores  and 
the  Pres,d.o,  we  are  building  up  a  metropolis. 
Sir,  worthy  to  be   placed    beside  the   Golden 
Gate  that  opens  to  the  broad  Pacific  and  the 
shores  of  far  Cathay !     When  the  Pacific  Rail- 
road .s  built  we  shall  be  the  natural  terminus 
of  the  Pathway  of  Nations!' 

Mr.    Hathaway's    face    betrayed    no    con- 
sciousness that  he  had  heard   something  like 
this  e,ght  years  before,  and  that  much  of  It  had 
con.e   true,   as   he    again    sympathetically   re- 
sponded.    Neither  was  his  attention  attracted 
by  a  smgular  similarity  which  the  attitude  of 
the  group  of  ladies  on  the  other  side  of  the 
parlour  bore  to  that  of  his  own  party.     They 
were    clustered    around    one    of    their    own 
number-a     striking-looking    girl-who     was 
apparently   receiving    their   mingled    flatteries 
and  caresses  with  a  youthful  yet  critical  sym- 
pathy which,  singularly  enough,  was  not  unlike 
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his  own.     It  was  evident  also  that  an  odd  sort 
of  rivalry  seemed  to  spring  up  between  the  two 
parties,  and  that,  in  proportion  as  Hathaway's 
admirers  became  more  marked  and  ostentatious 
m  their  attentions,  the  supporters  of  the  young 
girl  were  equally  effusive  and  enthusiastic  in 
their  devotion.    As  usual  in  such  cases,  the  real 
contest  was  between  the  partisans  themselves  ; 
each  successive  demonstration  on  either  side  was 
provocative  or  retaliatory,  and  when  they  were 
apparently  rendering  homage  to  their  idols  they 
were  really  distracted  by  and  listening  to  each 
other.      At  last,   Hathaway's  party   being   re- 
inforced by  fresh  visitors,  a  tall  brunette  of  the 
opposition  remarked  in  a  professedly  confiden- 
tial  but  perfectly  audible  tone— 

'Well,  my  dear,  as  I  don't  suppose  you 
want  to  take  part  in  a  political  caucus,  perhaps 
wed  better  return  to  the  Ladies'  Boudoir, 
unless  there's  a  committee  sitting  there  too.' 

'  I  know  how  valuable  your  time  must  be 
as  you  are  all  business  men,'  said  Hathaway' 
turning  to  his  party,  in  an  equally  audible  tone  •' 
'but  before  you  go,  gentlemen,  you  must  let 
me  offer  you  a  little  refreshment  in  a  private 
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room,-  a,,d    he  moved   naturally  towards  the 
oor.     The  r.va.  fair,  who  had  already  risen  a! 

,,7    "^^"^     '^"     embarrassing     victorv 
So„?^°"^"'^-     T'^-^i-ofthSr 

rj,       r"^'    '""'^'^   ^"--'y   towards 
1  a  haw.y.      I  or  an    mstant  their  eyes   met 

T'e  young  g^rl  turned  carelessly  to  her  com 

Panions  .nd  said:    'No;  stay  here     itVT' 

accustomed  to  her  authority,  sat  down  again. 

Captam  St.dger.  naively  obhVious  of  any  dis 

courtesy  on  their  part,  as  he  followed  Ha  ,. 
aways  glance  and  took  his  arm  as  they  mov  d 
away.     •  Not  the   least  of  our   treasuLrSir 

Most  of  th.„  daughters  of  pioneered      • 
Cahforn.an  bred  and  educated.     Connoisseurs 
have  awarded  them  the  palm,  and  declat  h 
for  Grace  Intc-lligence.  and  Woman's  Highes 

Charms  the  East  cannot  furnish  their  equal 
Havmg  dehvered  this  Parthian  compliment  t 
an  oratoncal  passage  through  the  doo'rway  tl^e 
Captam  descended,  outside,  into  familiar  speech 
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'  But  I  suppose  you  will  find  that  out  for  your- 
•sdf  ,f  you  stay  here  long.  San  Francisco 
might  furnish  a  fitting  bride  to  California's 
youngest  Senator.' 

'I  am  afraid  that  my  stay  here  must  be 
bnef  and  hm.ted  to  business.'  said  Hathaway, 
who  had  merely  noticed  that  the  i.rincipal  girl 
was  handsome  and  original-looking.  •  In  fact. 
I  am  here  partly  to  see  an  old  acquaintance- 
Colonel  Pendleton.' 

The    three    men    looked    at    each     other 
cunousiy.     'Oh!  Harry  Pendleton,    said    Mr 
Hoskms,    mcredulously.      -You    don't    know 

'An    old    pioneer-of   course.'  interposed 
i'hear.  explanatorily  and  apologetically.    <  Why 

•njauls  time   the   Colonel   was  a 'big  man 

-I  understand  the  Colonel  has  been  un- 
fortunate,' said  Hathaway  gravely  ■  but  7„ 
^^.time.hewasPresiden'tffthe'ElDr;j: 

'  ^"^  '^^  bank  hasn't  got  through  its  settle 
•nent  yet.-  said  Hoskins.  '  I  hope  ^  J  at 
expectmg  to  get  anything  out  of  it?' 


■i*i*^^w^£  wm^m9^^. 
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'No,'  said  Hathaway,  smiling;  'I  was  a 
boy  at  that  time,  and  lived  up  to  my  salary. 
I  know  nothing  of  his  bank  difficulties,  but  it 
always  struck  me  that  Colonel  Pendleton  was 
himself  an  honourable  man.' 

'  It  ain't  that,'  said  Captain  Stidger,  ener- 
getically, '  but  the  trouble  with  Harry  Pendle- 
ton is  that  he  hasn't  grown  with  the  State,  and 
never  adjusted  himself  to  it.  And  he  won't. 
He  thinks  the  Millennium  was  between  the  fall 
of  '49  and  the  spring  of  '50,  and  after  that 
everything  dropped.  He  belongs  to  the  old 
days,  when  a  man's  simple  word  was  good  for 
any  amount  if  you  knew  him ;  and  they  say 
that  the  old  bank  hadn't  a  scrap  of  paper  for 
half  that  was  owing  to  it.  That  was  all  very 
well.  Sir,  in  '49  and  '50,  and— Luck ;  but  it 
won't  do  for  '59  and  '60,  and— Business  !  And 
the  old  man  can't  see  it.' 

'  But  he  is  ready  to  fight  for  it  now,  as  in 
the  old  time,'  said  Mr.  Slate,  'and  that's  another 
trouble  with  his  chronology.  He's  done  more 
to  keep  up  duelling  than  any  other  man  in 
the  State,  and  don't  know  the  whole  spirit  of 
progress  and  civilisation  is  against  it.' 
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It  was  impossible  to  tell  from  Paul  Hath- 
aways  face  whether  his  sy..pnthy  with  Colonel 


Tended  to  increase  their  good  humour 


Pendleton  s  foibles  or  his  assent  to  the  criticisms 
of  h^  visitors  was  the  .^er.  Both  were  no 
doubt   equally   sincere.      But  the  party  was 

Da 
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presently  engaged  in  the  absorption  of  refresh- 
ment,  which,  being  of  a  purely  spirituous  and 
exhilarating  quality,  tended  to  increase  their 
good  humour  with  the  host  till  they  parted. 
Even  then  a  gratuitous  advertisement  of  his 
virtues  and  their  own  intentions  in  calling  upon 
him  was  oratorically  voiced  from  available 
platforms  and  landings,  in  the  halls  and  stair- 
ways, until  it  was  pretty  well  known  throughout 
the  Golden  Gate  Hotel  thai  rhe  Hon.  Mr.  Paul 
Hathaway  had  arrived  from  Sacramento,  and 
had  received  a  '  spontaneous  ovation.' 

Meantime  the  object  of  it  had  dropped  into 
an  easy-chair  by  the  window  of  his  room,  and 
was   endeavouring   to   recall   a   less  profitable 
memory.     The  process  of  human  forgctfulness 
is   not   a   difficult   one    between    the   ages   of 
eighteen  and  twenty-si.x,  and   Paul  Hathpway 
had  not  only  fulfilled  the  Mayor's  request  by 
forgetting  the  particulars  of  a  certain  transfer 
that  he  had  witnessed  in  the  Mayor's  office,  but 
in    the    year    succeeding   that   request,    being 
about  to  try  his  fortunes  in  the  mountains,  he 
had    formally   constituted    Colonel    Pendleton 
to   act  as  his  proxy  in  the   administration  of 
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yea rfa. 7"'J  --embered  that  it  was  eight 
side  able  change  m  the  original  trustees,  greatest 

sn'P   to   h.s   successor   in   office,    whom    Paul 
Hathaway  had  never  seen.     ThL  BanT  of  E 

Cclonel^i:^J^:^:---i;;^ough 
certa.„  t^  .  „.  ,,Her  president^l'lLucc::; 

therefore     as    if    .if  ,?  "  seemed, 

'^'    as    If    the    soulless    official    must 
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eventually  assume  the  duties  of  the  two  sympa- 
thising friends  who  had  originated  them,  and 
had  stood  in  loco  parentis  to  the  constructive 
orphan.      The    mother,    Mrs.    Howard,    had 
disappeared  a  year  after  the  Trust  had  been 
made — it  was  charitably  presumed  in  order  to 
prevent    any   complications    that   might   arise 
from  her  presence  in  the  country.     With  these 
facts   before   him,   Paul    Hathaway  was   more 
concerned  in  wondering  what  Pendleton  could 
want  with  him  than,  I  fear,  any  direct  sympathy 
with   the   situation.     On   the   contrary,  it   ap- 
peared to  him  more  favourable  for  keeping  the 
secret   of  Mrs.   Howard's   relationship,    which 
would  now  die  with   Colonel  Pendleton  and 
himself;    and   there   was   no   danger    of   any 
emotional   betrayal   of   it   in   the   cold   official 
administration  of  a  man  who  had  received  the 
Trust. through  the  formal  hands  of  successive 
predecessors.       He    had    forgotten    the    time 
limited  for  the  guardianship,  but  the  girl  must 
soon  be  of  age  and  off  their  hands.     If  there 
had   ever  been    any   romantic    or    chivalrous 
impression  left  upon  his  memory  by  the  scene 
in  the  Mayor's  office,  I  fear  he  had  put  it  away 
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With  various  other  foohsh  illusions  of  his  youth 
to  wh.ch  he  now  believed  he  was  superior 

Nevertheless,   he  would  see  the  Colonel 
and  at  once,   and  settle   the  question.      He 
looked  at   the   address,    'St.   Charles'    Hotel' 
He  remembered  an  old  hostelry  of  that  name, 
near  the  Pla.a      Could  it   be   possible  that  il 
had  survived  the  alterations  and  improvements 
of  the   c.ty  ?     It   was   an   easy  walk   through 
remembered  streets,  yet  with  changed  shoos 
and  houses  and  faces.     When  he  reached  the 
Plaza,  scarce  recognisable  in  its  later  frontages 
.  bnck  and  stone,  he  found  the  old  wood.n 
bu^dmg  st.ll  mtact,  with  its  villa-like  galleries 
and  verandahs  incongruously  and  ostentatiously 
overlooked  by  two  new  and  aspiring  erectionl 
on  either  s.de.     For  an   instant  he  tried  to 
recall  the   glamour  of  old  days.     He  remem- 
bered when  h>s  boyish  eyes  regarded  it  as  the 
crowning  work  of  opulence  and  distinction  ■  he 
remembered  a  ball  given  there  on  some  public 
occasion,  which  was  to  him  the  acme  of  social 

It    Z''/;    ?P''^-     "'^^  '^"'^^-'^  trivial 
't  looked  beside  those  later  and  more  solid 

structures!     How  inconsistent  were  those "^^ 
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storey;  but  there  was  still  fh.  f  ..f"'^^'^ 
which  the  remembered  titosfcf';  "" 
gnded  letters,  was  now  :ll!^^,";tt: 
demonstrative  lee-enH   '  Ar.    .  tne  too 

K    .u     T^  'egend,    Apartments  and  BoarH 

by  the  Day  or  Wppt '     w;^      •  ^oard, 

On  the  fin"?  '''P'  °^  ^^""^  ^"'l  Fortune  > 
g^rl,  With  a  mop,  directed  him  to  a  door  at  the 
end  of  the  passage,  at  which  he  knocked.    The 

Who  r  sThoid'^  ^ ''-'''  "^^-  -™ 

nis   nand;   and   the  contents  of  =. 
duelhng-case.   scattered  upon  a  taWe  in  L 
centre  of  the  room,  showed  what  had  be.    ^ 
occupation     Admitting  Hathawy  w^h    "  :! 
courtesy,  he  said—  ^  ^^^^^ 

S.h^7l^""^  '"*"  ''""'■"'  J^'^  ole  trubble 
i>ah,  and  bm  eneaeed  insf  ,i;=  ""uoie, 

toylef  efvn'Il  ""f  '"°"'^"   on  his 

joyiet ,  ef  yoU  accommodate  yo'self  on  de  sofa 
I  mform  him  yo  is  heah  '  ' 
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P^ufLT  r^'"  P"'''*^  '"'°  '^^  next  room 
Paul    ast  a  hasty  glance  around  the  apartmem' 

once    been    connected    with  the   W-a  few 

F^nch  chairs  of  tarnished  gi,,  a  ril  Tn   i: 
corner,  a  presentation  sword  in  a  m  K 

BanvCr     °"^  T'^^  'El  Dorado 

flavour  If  drv  der"''1  °'j'"'^-      ^  -''^ 

pervade;  th^ap^ent^^^rr'^^  ^^^^^^^^^ 
lously  clean  and  well  k L  and  a  T  "T" 

neatly  brushed  and  foldS  on  thlvt 
wuness  to  the  servants  care.  As  Pau"  ho 
ever,  glanced  behind  the  sofa  he  w!  ' 

had  been  the  n!  '^^"'^^^  '^^'^  'his 
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'  Yo'II  have  to  sicuse  Marse  Harry  seein' 
yo  m  bed,  but  his  laig's  pow'ful  bad  to-day 
and  he  can  t  stand,'  said  the  servant,  re-entering 
the  roon,.  'Skuse  me,  Sah,'  he  added  in  t 
dignified  confidential  whisper,  half-closing  the 
door  with  his  hand.  '  but  if  yo  wouldn't  mind 
avo.dm  xctin'  or  controversical  topics  in  yo' 
conversation  it  would  be  de  better  fo'  him.' 

Paul    smilingly    assented,    and    the   black 
retamer,  with  even  more  than  the  usual  solemn 
ceremonious  exaggeration  of  his  race,  ushered 
h.m   mto  the  bedroom.     It  was  furnished  in 
the  same  faded  glory  as  the  sitting-room,  with 
the  exception  of  a  low  iron  camp-bedstead 
•n  which  the   tall   soldierly  figure  of  Colonel 
Pendleton,   clad  in  threadbare  silk  dressing- 
gown,   was  stretched.      He  had  changed  in 
eight  years;    his  hair  had  become   grey    and 
was  thmned  over  the  sunken  temples,  but  his 
•ron-grey  moustache  was  still  particularly  lone 
and   well   pointed.     His   face   bore  marks   of 
Illness  and  care  ;  there  were  deep  lines  down 
the  angle  of  the  nostril  that  spoke  of  alternate 
savage  outbreak  and  repression  and  gave  his 
smile  a  sardonic  rigidity.     His  dark  eyes,  that 
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shone  with  the  exaltation  of  fever,  fixed  Paul's 
on  entering,  and  with  the  tyranny  of  an  invalid 
never  left  them. 

'Well,  Hathaway?' 

With  the  sound  of  that  voice  Paul  felt  the 
years  slip  away,  and  he  was  again  a  boy,  look- 
ing up  admiri  ^ly  to  the  strong  man,  who  now 
lay  helpless  before  him.  He  had  entered  the 
room  with  a  faint  sense  of  sympathising  supe- 
riority and  a  consciousness  of  having  had  ex- 
perience in  controlling  men.  But  all  this  fled 
before  Colonel  Pendleton's  authoritative  voice ; 
even  its  broken  tones  carried  the  old  dominant 
spirit  of  the  man,  and  Paul  found  himself  ad- 
miring a  quality  in  his  old  acquaintance  that  he 
missed  in  his  newer  friends. 

'  I  haven't  seen  you  for  eight  years,  Hatha- 
way.    Come  here  and  let  me  look  at  you.' 

Paul  approached  the  bedside  with  boyish 
obedience.  Pendleton  took  his  hand  and  gazed 
at  him  critically. 

'  I  should  have  recognised  you,  Sir,  for  all 
your  moustache  and  your  inches.  The  last 
time  I  saw  you  was  in  Jack  Hammersley's 
office.     Well,  Jack's  dead,  and  here  /  am,  little 


irmmLT^.:^ 


44  A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE 

hoteV  "'"•    ""^^  "'"^'"'^^  Han,n.ersley-s 

quel:*'  "''   '^"''  ^''^'^  "°"^-"^  ^'  the 
'  Something  hke  this,  Swiss  villa  style      I 
remember  when  Jaclc  put  it  up.     Well,  the  last 
time  I  was  out,  I  passed  there.     And  what  do 
you  think  they've  done  to  it  ? ' 
Paul  could  not  imagine. 
'Well     Sir,'    said    the    Colonel    gravely 
they  ve  changed  it  into  a  Church  Mislonary 
^hc^p  and  Young  Men's  Christian  Reading-room ! 
But,  that s" progress"  and  "improvement"! 
He  paused,  and,  slowly  withdrawing  his  hand 
from  Paul's,  added  with  grim  apolog; :  <  You're 

y^ung,  and  belong  to  the  new  scho^,perr:p: 
Well,  S,r,  Ive  read  your  speech;  I  don't 
belong  to  your  Party-mine  died  ten  years  ago 

.^  wh  rrrf '"  ^°"-    ''^°'-^^-'    Confound 
It !  where  s  that  boy  gone  > ' 

.I./''l"u^™  indicated  by  this  youthful  title 
a  though  he  must  have  been  ten  years  olde 
than  h.s  master,  after  a  hurried  shuffling  in  the 
sutmg-room,  eventually  appeared  at  the  door 
txeorge,    champagne    and    materials    for 
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cocktails  for  the  gentleman.     The  6csi,   you 

tir^K  ,  ""^  "^"■'^"^'^'^  notions  frL 
that  new  barkeeper.' 

Paul,  who  thought  he  observed  a  troubled 
blinking  .n  George's  eyelid,  and  referred  it  to  a 

belfdrf  ^'  ""'''"'"'  '°^  ^'  P^'-"'-  here 
begged  h.s  host  not  to  trouble  himself-that  he 
seldom  took  anything  in  the  morning 

'Possibly  not.  Sir  ;  possibly  not,'  returned 
the  Cobnel,  hastily.  '  I  know  the  new  ideas 
are  prohibitive  and  some  other  blank  thing,  but 
youre  safe  here  ir  m  your  constituents,  and  by 
gad.  Sir.  I;  ,„'t  force  you  to  take  it  I  It's 
«y  custom,  I  thaway-an  old  one-played  out 
perhaps,  like  all  the  others,  but  a  custom  neve^ 
theless.  and  I'm  only  surprised  that  George 
who  knows  It,  shpuld  have  forgotten  it'  ' 

'  Pack  is  Marse  Harry,'  said  George,  with 

fvensh  apology,,  it  bin  gone 'scaped  my  mind 
dis  momn  m  de  prerogation  ob  business,  but 
I  m  gom  now  shuah  ! '  and  he  disappeared 

A  good  boy,  Sir.  but  beginning  to  be  con- 

aminated.     Brought  him  here  from  Nashvl 

over   ten   years   ago.     Eight   years   ago   they 

proved  to  him  that  he  was  no  longer  a  slave' 
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and  made  him  d d  unhappy  until  I  promised 

him  It  should  make  no  difference  to  him  and  he 
could  stay.     I  had  to  send  for  his  wife  and 
ch.ld-of  course,  a  dead  loss  of  eighteen  hun- 
dred dollars  when  they  set  foot  in  the  State- 
but   I  m  blanked  if  he  isn't  just  as  miserable 
with  them  here,  for  he  has  to  take  two  hours  in 
the  mornmg  and  three  in  the  afternoon  every 
day  to  be  with  'em.     I  tried  to  get  him  to  take 
his  family  to  the  mines  and  make  his  fortune 
hke  those  fellows  they  call  bankers  and  operators 
and  stockbrokers  nowadays  ;  or  to  go  to  Oregon 
where  they'll  make  him  some  kind  of  a  mayor 
or  sheriff-but  he  won't.     He  collects  my  rents 
on  some  little  property  I  have  left,  and  pays  my 
bills,  Sir,  and,  if  this  blank  civilisation  would 
only  leave  him  alone,  he'd  be  a  good  enough 

Paul  couldn't  help  thinking  that  the  rents 
George  collected  were  somewhat  inconsistent 
with  those  he  was  evidently  mending  when  he 
arrived,  but  at  that  moment  the  jingle  of  glasses 
was  heard  in  the  sitting-room,  and  the  old  negro 
reappeared  at  the  door.  Drawing  himself  up 
with  ceremonious  courtesy,  he  addressed  Paul 
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'Wo'd  yo  mind,  Sah,  taking  a  glance  at  de 
wine  for  yo'  choice  ? '     Paul  rose,  and  followed 


•De  Kernel  won't  have  any  but  de  best  champagne" 

him  into  the  sitting-room,  when  George  care- 
fully closed  the  door.     To  his  surprise  Hatha- 
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and  S       V'^'  """^  '"°  ^'--^  °f  -hisky 

said  th    oM  "°  r'""     '^"^"^^  -^-  Sah- 

sa.d  the  old  man  with  dignified  apology,  -but 

f  Kernel  won't  have  a  y  but  de  besf  ham 
pagne  for  hono'ble  gemmen  like  yo'self.  and  ll 

dtlT^K^  "^"'^^"■''^^  sot  In  de  house 
de  subburbs.    De  best  champagne  dat  we  ^ives 
v.s.tors  .sthe WidderGIenco.    Wo-d  yl^Zl 

tnflm   culmary  matter,  to  say  dat  yo  don'  take 
but  de  one  brand?' 

'Certainly,'  said   Paul,  smiling.     'I  reallv 
don  t  care  for  anything  so  early,'  then,  return^g' 

excuse  me  takmg  the  liberty.  Colonel,  of  send- 
ng  away  the  champagne  and  contenting  myself 
Wjth  wh.sky.  Even  the  best  brand-theVdow 
Chquot  -With  a  glance  at  the  gratified  George 
-  I  find  rather  trying  so  early  in  the  morning.' 
As  you  please,  Hathaway,'  said  the  Colonel 
omewhat   stiffly.     '  I    dare  say  there's  a  new 

stomach  .s  a  thmg  of  the  past.  Then,  I  sup- 
pose, we  can  spare  the  boy,  as  this  is  kis  dme 
for  gomg  home.     Put  that   tin  box  wi  h   tTe 
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papers  on  the  bed,  George,  and  Mr 
Hathaway  will  excuse  your  waiting.'  As  the 
old  servant  made  an  exaggerated  obeisance  to 
each,  Paul  remarked,  as  the  door  closed  upon 
him  'George  certainly  keeps  his  style,  Colonel 
in  the  face  of  the  progress  you  deplore.' 

'He   was   always  a  "dandy  nigger,'"   re- 
turned Pendleton,  his  face  slightly  relaxing  as 
he  glanced  after  his  grizzled  henchman,  'but 
his  exaggeration  of  courtesy  is  a  blank  sight 
more  natural  and  manly  than  the  exaggeratbn 
of  discourtesy   which   your  superior   civilised 
helps    thmk  is  self-respect.     The  excuse  of 
servitude  of  any  kind  is  its  spontaneity  and 
affection.     When  you  know  a  man  hates  you 
and  serves  you  from  interest,  you  know  he's  a 
cur  and  you're  a  tyrant.     It's  your  blank  pro- 
gress that  s  made  menial  service  degradinc.  bv 
teaching  men  to  avoid  it.     Why,  Sir,  whtn  I 
first  arnved  here.  Jack  Hammersley  and  myself 
took  turns  as  cook  to  the  party.     I  didn't  con- 
sider myself  any  the  worse  master  for  it.     But 

sTr  .  "^  ""'  P^"^^^'  -^'  --g  him- 
self on  h.s  elbow,  gazed  for  some  seconds  half- 
caufously.  half-doubtfully.  upon  his  companion. 
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'  I've  got  something  to  tell  you,  Hathaway,' 
he  said  slowly.    •  You've  had  an  easy  time  with 
this  Trust ;  your  share  of  the  work  hasn't  wor- 
ried you,  kept  you  awake  nights,  or  interfered 
with  your  career.     I  understand  perfectly,'  he 
continued,  in  reply  to  Hathaway's  deprecating 
gesture.     'I  accepted   to  act  as   your  proxy, 
and  I  ^ave.     I'm  not  complaining.     But  it  is 
time  that  you  should  know  what  I've  done,  and 
what  you  may  still  have  to  do.     Here  is  the 
record.     On  the  day  after  that  interview  in  the 
Mayor's  office,  the  El  Dorado  Bank,  of  which 
I  was,  and  still  am,  president,  received  seventy- 
five  thousand  dollars  in  trust  from  Mrs.  Howard. 
Two  years  afterwards,  on  that  same  day,  the 
bank  had,  by  lucky  speculations,  increased  that 
sum  to  the  credit  of  the  trust  one  hundred  and 
fifty  thousand  dollars,  or  double  the  original 
capital.     In  the  following  year  the  bank  sus- 
pended payment.' 
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CHAPTER   II 

[N  an    instant    the    whole 
situation  and  his  relations 
to  it   flashed    upon   Paul 
with  a  terrible,  but  almost 
grotesque,     completeness. 
Here  he  was,  at  the  outset 
of  his  career,  responsible 
for  the  wasted  fortune  of 
the  daughter  of  a  social 
outcast,  and  saddled  with 
her    support!      He  now  knew  why  Colonel 
Pendleton  had  wished  to  see  him;  for  one 
shameful  moment  he  believed  he  also  knew 
why  he  had  been  content  to  take  his  proxy  I 
The  questionable  character  of  the  whole  trans- 
action, his  own  carelessness,  which  sprang  from 
that  very  confidence  and  trust  that  Pendleton 
had  lately  extolled— what  would,   what  could 
not  be  made  of  it !     He  already  heard  himself 
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abused  by  his  opponents-perhaps,  more  ter. 
rible  still,  faintly  excused  by  his  friends.  Ail 
this  was  visible  in  his  pale  face  and  flash- 
;ng  eyes  as  he  turned  them  on  the  helpless 
invalid. 

Colonel  Pendleton  received  his  look  with 
the  same  critical,  half-curious  scrutiny  that  had 
accompanied  his  speech.  At  last  his  face 
changed  slightly,  a  faint  look  of  disappoint- 
ment crossed  his  eyes  and  a  sardonic  smile 
deepened  the  lines  of  his  mouth. 

'There,  Sir,'   he  said  hurriedly,  as  if  dis- 
missing an  unpleasant  revelation  ;  '  don't  alarm 
yourself!     Take  a  drink  of  that  whisky.     You 
look   pale.     Well;    turn   your   eyes   on    those 
walls.     You  don't  see  any  of  that  money  laid 
out  here-do  you  .?     Look  at  me.    I  don't  look 
like  a  man  enriched  with  other  people's  money 
-do  I  }    Well,  let  that  content  you.     Every 
dollar  of  that  Trust  fund,  Hathaway,  with  al^ 
the  interests  and  profits  that  have  accrued  to  it 
IS  sa/e\     Every  cent  of    it   is  locked   up  in 
Government   Bonds  with    Rothschild's  agent 
There  are  the  receipts,  dated  a  week  before 
the  bank  suspended.    But  enough  of  that-thai 
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isn't  what  I  asked  you  to  come  and  see  me 
for.' 

The  blood  had  rushed  back  to  Paul's  cheeks 
uncomfortably.  He  saw  now,  as  impulsively 
as  he  had  previously  suspected  his  co-trustee, 
that  the  man  had  probably  ruined  himself  to 
save  the  Trust.  He  stammered  that  he  had 
not  questioned  the  management  of  the  fund 
nor  asked  to  withdraw  his  proxy. 

'No  matter.  Sir,'  said  the  Colonel,  im- 
patiently ;  '  you  had  the  right,  and,  I  suppose,' 
he  added  with  half-concealed  scorn,  'it  was 
your  duty.  But  let  that  pass.  The  n.oney  is 
safe  enough  ;  but,  Mr.  Hathaway— and  this  is 
the  point  I  want  to  discuss  with  you— it  begins 
to  look  as  if  the  secret  was  safe  no  longer ! ' 
He  had  raised  himself  with  some  pain  and  diffi- 
culty to  draw  nearer  to  Paul,  and  had  again 
fixed  his  eyes  eagerly  upon  him.  But  Paul's 
responsive  glance  was  so  vague  that  he  added 
quickly:  '  You  understand.  Sir;  I  believe  that 
there  are  hounds — I  say  hounds ! — who  wou' " 
be  able  to  blurt  out  at  any  moment  that  that  girl 
at  Santa  Clara  is  Kate  Howard's  daughter.' 
At  any  other  moment   Paul   might  have 


yi|r>m.lWV. 


What  makes  you  think  SO?' 

When  the  Jntwit'dr  T^^"'''^  ^^^^ 
"aiiK  was  in  difScultv  anH  r  ,«^  j 

-y  mind  to  guard   the   TrusTll    "       "^ 

personal  and  private  can.V.l   r  "^  °^" 

ineo  accoum  Ulat  even  in  ih!,  ''  "°'  •»''» 

-^  -Won  h,d,jr  ,t:n:f"'?r 

was  a  hound  there— a  bhnt  r  ^  "'"■*' 

Well;    he  didn't  see        '{"?'"  ^''""• 

Scripture  and   morahty      „«  tid  .      ''t'^'' 

}•      ne  said  something 
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about  the  wages  of  sin  being  infamous  and  only 
worthy  of  confiscation.     He  talked  about  the 
sins  of  the  father  being  visited  upon  the  chil- 
dren, and  justly.     I  stopped  him.     Weill     Do 
you  knowwhafs  the  matter  with  my  ankle.? 
i^ook!      He  stopped  and,  with  some  difficulty 
and  invmcible  gravity  throwing  aside  Irs  dress- 
ing-gown, turned  down   Ms  stocking,  and  ex- 
posed to   Paul's  gaze  the  healed  cicatrix  of 
an  old  bullet-wound.     '  Troubled  me  damnably 
near  a  year.     Where  I  hit  /«>«-hasn't  troubled 
him  at  all  since  I 

'I   think,'  continued    the   Colonel,    falling 
back  upon  the  pillow  with  an  air  of  relief,  •  thai 
he  told  others-of  his  own  kidney.  Sir-though 
It  was  a  secret  among  gentlemen.     But  they 
have  preferred  to  he  silent  now-than  aftcl 
^ards      They  know  that   I'm  ready.     But  I 
can  t  keep  this  up  long ;  some  time,  you  know, 
^eyre  bound  to  improve  in  practice  and  hi! 
h.gher  up  !    As  far  as  I'm  concerned.'  he  added 
with  a  gnm  glance  around  the  faded  walls  and 
hreadbare  furniture,  'it  don't  mind;  but  nnne 

and  then  abruptly,   yet   with    a    sudden  and 
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pathet.c  dropping  of  his  dominant  note,  said  • 
Hathaway,   you're   young,   and    Hammersley 
liked  you-what's  to  be  done?     I  thought  of 
passing  over  my  tools  to  you.     You  can  shoot 
and  I  hear  you  have.     But  the  h_I  of  it  is  that 
•f  you  dropped  a  man  or  two  people  would 
ask  Z./5;,  and  want  to  know  what  it  was  about- 
wh.le    when  I  do,  nobody  here  thinks  it  any- 
thmg-  but  my  roay !     I  don't  mean  that  it  would 
hurt  you  with  the  crowd  to  wipe  out  one  or  two 
of  these  hounds  during  the  canvass,  but  the 
trouUe  ,,s  that  they  belong  to  your  Party,  and,' 
he  added  grimly,    'that  wouldn't  help    your 
career.  r    /  "« 

_  'But.'  said  Paul,  ignoring  the  sarcasm, 
are  you  not  magnifying  the  efifect  of  a  dis- 
closure.^ The  girl  is  an  heiress,  excellently 
brought  up.  Who  will  bother  about  the  ante- 
cedents  of  the  mother,  who  has  disappeared 
whom  she  never  knew,  and  who  is  legally  dead 

'  In  my  day.  Sir,  no  one  who  knew  the 
circumstances.'  returned  the  Colonel  quickly 
'  But  we  are  living  in  a  blessed  era  of  Christian 
retribution  and  civilised  propriety,  and  I  believe 
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there  are  a  lot  of  men  and  women  about  who 
have  no  other  way  of  showing  their  own  virtue 
than  by  showing  up  another's  vice.     We're  in 
a  reaction  of  reform.     It's  the  old  drunkards 
who  are  always  more  clamorous  for  total  absti- 
nence than  the  moderately  temperate.      I  tell 
you,  Hathaway,  there  couldn't  be  an  unluckier 
moment  for  our  secret  coming  out' 
'  But  she  will  be  of  age  soon." 
'  In  two  months,' 
'And  sure  10  marry.' 

'Marry!'   repeated   Pendleton,   with  grim 
irony.     '  Would  you  marry  her  > ' 

'That's  another  question,'  said  the  young 
man  promptly,    'and  one  of  individual  taste 
but  It  does  not  affect  my  general  belief  that 
she  could  easily  find  a  husband  as  good  and 
better.' 

'Suppose  she  found  one  de/ore  the  secret 
came  out.     Ought  he  to  be  told  ? ' 
'  Certainly.' 

'  And  that  would  imply  telling  ^er  > ' 
•  Yes,'  said  Paul,  but  not  so  promptly 

'And  you  consider /^a^fulfillingthepromise 
of  the  Trust-the  pledges  exchanged  with  that 
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woman  ?    contmued  Pendleton,  with  glittering 

eyes  and  a  return  to  his  old  dominant  Tone.      ^ 

My  dear  Colonel.'  said  Paul,  somewhat  less 

Howard,  that  you  yourself  are  now  obliged  to 
adm.,  crcumstancesmay  prevor.t  your  carrying 
out  substant.ally.  You  forge,  aiso.  that  you 
have  just  told  me  that  you  have  already  broken 
your  ledge  ,„der  circumstances,  it 'isle 
that  do  you  honour-and  that  now  your  d^s! 

I  really  see  nothing  wrong  i„  your  telling  to  I 

»  pause,  he  sa,d,  ,„  a  resumed  voice,  •  1  differ 
^om  you,  Mr.  Ha.haway;  bu,  enough  of   to 

HwJ  hT„r 'trT"^^^-°-'■ 
you  XT."?"  ""'"'■ -"■'"'•   '^^ 
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'Certainly,  Sir.     You  gave  her  the  name, 
•riave  >  ou  forgotten  } ' 

lesslv-°b?"^^''''^  it.' returned  Paul,  hope- 
lessly;   but  no  matter— go  on." 

Pendleton,  w.th  a  weary  gesture  towards  his 
cnppled  ankle;  'and  I  should  particularly  like 
you  to  see  her  before  we  make  the  joinf  d is! 
posU.on  of  her  affairs  with   the   Mayor    two 

months  hence.  I  have  some  papers  yo  In 
how  he,  and  I  have  already  written  a  letted 

introducmg  you  to  the  Lady  Superior  at  the 

convent,  and  to   her       V„..  u 

her?'  °"  ^^^^  "ever  seen 

'  No,'  said    Paul.      '  R„t    of   ., 
have.?'  '      ^   ''""'■"e.    you 

'  Not  for  three  years.' 

Paul's     eyes    evidently    expressed    some 

I  beheve  Hathaway.  I  am  looked  upon  as  a 
queer  surwal  of  a  rather  lawless  and  imprope^ 

soctllv  tl    "'■       '"'  ''°"^'^'  "  ^^"-  -' 

-e.er4es^beh^::^.t;:^::t: 
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of  reception  for  him— with  a— a-banquet— 
lemonade  and  speeciics.' 

*  I  had  intended  to  leave  for  Sacramento  to- 
morrow night;  said  Paul,  glancing  curiously  at 
the  helpless  man  ;  '  but  I  will  go  there  if  you 
wish.' 

'  Thank  you.     It  will  be  better.' 
_     There  were  a  {<i\v  words  of  further  explana- 
tion  of  the  papers,  and  Pendleton  placed  the 
packet    in    his    visitor's     hand.      Paul     rose 
Somehow,  it  appeared  to  him  that  the  room 
looked  more  faded  and  forgotten  than  when  he 
entered  it,  and  the  figure  of  the  man  before  him 
more  lonely,  helpless,  and  abandoned.     With 
one  of  his  sympathetic  impulses  he  said— 

'  I  don't  like  to  leave  you  here  alone.  Are 
you  sure  you  can  help  yourself  without  George  f 
Can  I  do  anything  before  I  go .? ' 

'  I  am  quite  accustomed  to  it,'  said  Pendle- 
ton, quietly.  '  It  happens  once  or  twice  a  year 
and  when  I  go  out-welI_I  miss  more  than  I 
do  here.' 

He  took  Paul's  proffered  hand  mechanically 
with  a  slight  return  of  the  critical,  doubting  look 
he  had  cast  upon  him  when  he  entered.     His 
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voice,  too,  had  quite  recovered  its  old  domi- 
nance, as  he  said,  with  half-patronising  conven- 
tionality, 'You'll   have  to  find   your  way  out 


Pendleton  placed  the  packet  in  his  visitor's  hand 


alone.     Let  me  know  how  you  have  sped  at 
ijanta  Clara,  will  you  ?     Good-bye  ' 

The  staircase  and  passage  seemed  to  have 
grown  shabbier  and  meaner  ac  p...i  „i._-  .         , 

—  ■'>--  ^  =-i,  aiuwiy  and 
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hesitatingly,  descended  to  the  street.     At  the 

tne  same  roof  «,,h  ,he  helpless  soliMrv  ,„d 
perhaps  come  ,o  so™  conclusion.  He  ™  eL 
.he  clean  but  sca„,ily  f„r„,v.,d  ^,^^  /„  ™="^ 

.ha™f s  It  °  ir  r  °""  """""'■'■  "•■ 

a  .1...  A        ""'""'•  stropping  a  razor  behind 
«  glass  door,  was  ,he  only  occupant    But  there 
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exaggerated  politeness 


opened  the 
■  chair 


was  a  familiar  note  of 
about  the  voice  of  this  man 
door  and  came  towards  the 
with  the  formula— 

of  shavm    or  hah-cuttin'  dis  mo'nin'?'      Paul 
a.sed   h.s  eyes  quickly  to  the  mirror  before 

JrofL::r ''- ''-' '-  -  ^^^^^ 

still  nr\-''''"''^  ''  '^"^'■"^   '^'  °'d  servant 
h  "  "  ^'f  ''^"  ^^••'■"^  ^°  comprehend 

the  reason,   Hathaway  said  pleasantly,  'Well 

George.,  this  the  way  you  look  after  yoJ; 

red  In!  °'''  T  ''""''^  '■  '■°'-  ^"  '"^^^"'  h'-s  full 
whit  Toft"       '°  '""'"^  '''•>^^"''  -''--  ^^e 
he  met  Paul's  smiling  face  in  the  glass.     But 
almost  as  quickly  he  recovered  himself,  and 
God  '  II  ^T  '^P"^^"'"^  '^--  -d-'  For 

a^n  mfn  f^    •  '  ''""  '^  -kumstances  is 
agm  me.  but  de  simple  fack  Is  dat  I'm  temper'Jv 

called  round  de  cornah.' 

'  ^"^  ^'"^  ^«^'"«h  glad  of  any  fact.  George. 
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that  gives  me  a  chance  of  having  my  hair  cut 
by  Colonel  Pendleton's  right-hand  man.  So 
fire  away  | ' 


He  met  Paul's  smiling  face  in  the  glass 

The  gratified  smile  which   now  suddenly 
overspread  the  whole  of  the  old  man's  face,  and 
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seemed  to  quickly  stiffen  the  rugged  and 
wrinkled  fingers  that  had  at  first  trembled  in 
drawing  a  pair  of  shears  from  a  ragged  pocket, 
appeared  to  satisfy  Paul's  curiosity  for  the 
present.  But  after  a  few  moments'  silent 
snipping,  during  which  he  cou.d  detect  in  the 
mirror  some  traces  of  agitation  still  twitching 
the  negro's  face,  he  said  with  an  air  of  con- 
viction— 

'  Look  here,  George— why  don't  you  regu- 
larly use  your  leisure  moments  in  this  trade  ? 
You'ld  make  your  fortune  by  your  taste  and 
skill  at  it.' 

For  the  next  half-minute  the  old  man's  fr.->.me 
shook  with  silent  childlike  laughter  behind  Paul's 
chair.  'Well,  Marse  Hathaway,  yo's  an  ole 
frien'  o'  my  massa,  and  a  gemman  ^'o'self,  Sah, 
and  a  Senetah,  and  I  do'an  mind  tellen'  yo- 
dat's  jess  what  I  bin  gone  done!  It  makes  a 
little  ready  money  for  de  ole  woman  and  de 
chillern.  But  de  Kernel  don'  no'.  Ah,  Sah  I 
de  Kernel  kill  me  or  hisself  if  he  so  much  as 
•spicioned  me.  De  Kernel  is  high-toned,  Sah  ! 
—being  a  gemman  yo'self,  yo'  understand.  He 
wouldn't  heah  of  his  niggah  worken'  for  two 
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Massas-for  all  he's  agree'ble  to  lem.ne  go  and 
help  mysef.  But,  Lord  bless  yo,  Sah,  dat  ain't 
in  de  category !  De  Kernel  couldn't  get  alon-r 
vvidout  me.'  ° 

'  You  collect  his  rents,  don't  you  ? '  said  P;uil, 
quietly. 

'  Ves,  Sah.' 
'  Much  > ' 

'  Well  no,  Sah  ;  not  so  much  as  fom'ly,  Sah ' 
Yo  see,  de  Kernel's  prop'ty  lies  in  de  ole  parts 
of  de  town,  where  de  po'  white  folks  lib,  and 
dey  am't  reglar.     De   Kernel  dat  sof  in  his 
heart,  he  doant  press  'em ;  some  of  'em  is  ole 
fo'ty-niners    like    hisself,    Sah;    and   some    is 
Spanish,  Sah,  and  dey  is  sof  too,  and  ain't  no 
more  gumption  dan  chillern,  and  tink  it's  ole 
time  come  agin,  and  dey's  in  de  ole  places  like 
afo'  de  Mexican  Wah !  and  dey  don'  bin'  payin' 
noffin'.    But  we  gets  along,  Sah— we  get's  along, 
not  in  A&  prima  facie  style,  Sah  !  mebbe  not  in 
de  modden  way  dat  de  Kernel  don't  like  ;  but 
we  keeps  ourse'f,   Sah,  and  has  wine  fo'  our 
friends.     When  yo'  come  again,  Sah,  yo'll  find 
de  Widder  Glencoe  on  de  sideboard.' 
'  Has  the  Colonel  many  friends  here  V 
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•  Mos'  de  ole  ones  bin  done  gone,  Sah,  and 
de  Kernel  don'  cotton  to  de  new.  He  rl-n'  mix 
much  in  sassiety  till  de  bank  settlr,,  .  ,:s  bin 
gone  done.      Si^use  me,    Sah!— bn  do,. 

happen  to  know  when  dat  is.?  ?t  \\.,;;:<l  (-^  a 
powTul  heap  off  de  Kernel's  mine!  \l  it  ^•v  i  •  do-n  . 
Bcin'  a  high  and  mighty  man  1..  Co;i  .iu'fecs 
up  dah  in  Sacramento,  Sah,  I  du',;.  ;^.,ow 
but  what  yo  might  know  as  it  mi^jh:  ome 
befo'  yo.' 

*  I'll  see  about  it,'  said  Paul,  with  an  odd 
abstracted  smile. 

'  Shampoo  dis  mornen',  Sah  "> ' 
'  Nothing  more  in  this  line.'  said  Paul,  rising 
from  his  chair,  'but  something  more,  perhaps"! 
in  the  line  of  your  other  duties.     You're  a  good 
barber  for  the  public,  George,  and  I  don't  take 
back  what  I  said  about  your  future;  hut  Jttsi 
now  I  think  the  Colonel  wants  all  your  service 
He's  not  at  all  well.    Take  this,'  he  said,  putting 
a   twenty-dollar  gold  piece   in   the  astonished 
servant's  hand,  'and  for  the  next  three  or  four 
days  drop  the  shop,  and  under  some  pretext  or 
another  arrange  to  be  with  him.     That  money 
wll  cover  what  you  lose  here,  and  as  soon  as 
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the  Colonel's  all  right  again  you  can  come  back 

°/°^\  ,^"^  -^  you  not  afraid  of  being 
recognised  by  someone  ? ' 
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;No,Sah,dat'sjustit.     Ony  strangers  dat 
don  know  no  better  come  yere.' 

'But  suppose  your  master  should  drop  in  ? 
Its  quite  convenient  to  his  rooms  ' 

•Marse  Harry  in  a  barber-shop!'  said  the 
old  man  with  a  silent  laugh.  '  Skuse  me,  Sah  ' 
he  added  with  an  apologetic  mixture  of  respect 
andd.gn.ty,  'but  fo'  twenty  years  no  man  hez 
^uched  de  Kernels  chin  but  myself.  When 
Marse  Harry  hez  to  go  to  a  barber's  shop,  it 
won  t  make  no  matter  who's  dar.' 

'  Let's  hope  he  will  not,'  said  Paul,  gaily  • 
then,  anxious  co  evade  the  gratitude  which  since 
h.s  munificence  he  had  seen  beaming  in  the  old 
negro  s  eye  and  evidently  trying  to  find  poly- 
sylkb.c  and  elevated  expression  on  his  lips,  he 

^.dhurnedlyl  shall  expect  to  find  you' with 
the  Colonel  when  I  call  again  in  a  day  or  two ' 
and  smihngly  departed. 

At  the  end  of  two  hours  Geo^e's  barber- 
employer  returned  to  relieve  his  assistant,  and 
on  rece.vmg  from  him  an  account  and  a  c;rtain 
percentage  of  the  afternoon's  fees  (minus  tl^" 
g^t  from  Paul),  was  informed  by  cLrge  th, 
he  should  pretermit  his  attendance  for  a  few 
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days.      'Udder  private  and  personal  affairs,' 
explained  the  old  negro,  who  made  no  social 


'George,  don't  lie  to  me,  or • 

distinction  in  his  vocabulary,  '  peroccupyin'  dis 
niggah's  time.'  The  head  barber,  unwilling  to 
lose  a  really  good  assistant,   endeavoured  to 
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dissuade  him  by  the  offei  of  increased  emolu- 
ment, but  George  was  firm. 

As  he  entered  the  sitting-room  the  Colonel 
detected  his  step,  and  callet:  him  in. 

'Another  time,  George,  never  ailow  a  guest 
of  mine  to  send  away  wine.  If  he  don't  care 
for  It,  put  it  on  the  sideboard.' 

'Yes,  Sah  ;  but  as  yo  didn't  like  it  yo'self, 
Marse  Harry,  and  de  wine  was  de  most  'xpensive 

quality  ob  Glencoe ' 

*D— n  the  expense!'  He  paused,  and 
gazed  searchingly  at  his  old  retainer. 

'  George.'  he  said  suddenly,  yet  in  a  gentle 
voice,  -don't  lie  to  me,  or '-in  a  still  kinder 
voice-'  I'll  flog  the  black  skin  off  you !  Listen 
to  me.     Have  you  got  any  money  left .? ' 

"Deed,    Sah,    dere    is,'    said    the    negro 
earnestly.     '  I'll  jist  fetch  it  wid  de  accounts.' 

'  Hold  on !  I've  been  thinking,  lying  here, 
that  if  the  Widow  Molloy  can't  pay  because 
she  sold  out.  and  that  tobacconist  is  ruined 
and  we've  had  to  pay  the  water  tax  for  old 
Bill  Soames.  the  rent  last  week  don't  amount 
to  much,  while  there's  the  month's  bill  for  the 
restaurant  and  that  blank  druggist's  account  for 
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lotions  and  medicines  to  come  out  of  it     It 

tnkes  me  we're  pretty  near  touching  bli 

I  ve  everything  I  want  here,  but,  by  God.  S^' 


Took  from  it  .  .(riped  coUon  handkerchief 


\n^nAyou  skimping  yourself  or  lyine  torn, 
or  borrowing  money  '. ^  ^       ^^' 
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de  books  and  money   to  prove    it,'  and   he 
hurriedly  re-entered  the  sitting-room. 

Then  with  trembling  hands  he  emptied  his 
pockets  on  the  table,  including  Paul's  gift  and 
the  fees  he  had  just  received,  and  opening  a 
desk-drawer  took  from  it  a  striped  cotton 
handkerciiief,  such  as  negro  women  wear  on 
the,r  heads,  containing  a  small  quantity  of 
silver  tied  up  in  a  hard  knot,  and  a  boy's  purse 
This  he  emptied  on  the  table  with  his  own 
money. 

They  were  the  only  rents  of  Colonel  Henry 
i^endleton  !  They  were  contributed  by  '  George 
Washington  Thomson';  his  wife,  otherwise 
known  as  'Aunt  Dinah.'  washerwoman;  and 
'  Scipio  Thomson,'  their  son,  aged  fourteen, 
bootblack.  It  did  not  amount  to  much.  But 
in  that  happy  moisture  that  dimmed  the  old 
man's  eyes.  God  knows  it  looked  large  enough 
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CHAPTER  III 

LTHOUGH  the  rays 
of  an  unclouded  sun 
were  hot  in  the  Santa 
Clara  roads  and  by- 
ways,  and    the    dry, 
bleached     dust     had 
become  an  impalpable 
powder,   the  perspir- 

Done   by   the  „or,h.„es,  .radcwinds  ihat  on 
rto»   4„p,„  ,„,„„„^  though   , he 

defiles  of  the  coast  rano-p  ^^a  ® 
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ofstnwh^^fo      J  '">  jose.      Xheanomay 
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uggies    and    station    wagons     wa<:    fh,. 
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dressts  had  thrown  wraps  over  their  shoulders 
as  they  lounged  down  a  broad  rose-alley  at 


-^^    /hi    I 

'^--    r   ,/ 


Two  young  girh  in  light  jummer  dresset 


r^ht  angles  with  the  deep  long  verandah  of 
the  ,asa.  Yet.  in  spite  of  the  chill,  the  old 
Spanish    house    and     gardens     presented     a 
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I^nt  their  namr'    J^    ','"^  ^^^'^  °f  ^^^es 

like  masses  of  V.        ^'"T"Sr-fuchsias,  mound- 
thickets  o/ceLrZf'l  "'■'^"^'  ^"^  '-^'^d 

and  pear-trees.     The  oldT  '"''' ^S:-. 

t-esque  rdief  to  the  Irin  """"'  ^  ?'" 

Pfnted  villas  along  th/'rd\:7r  '' ''^ 
f""y  modified  to  suit  tL  '  ^^  ^^^"  '^ste- 
later  civilisation rr;a^2:-?^f-^a 

courtyard,  or /«//^  had  h  '^   '""^'' 

outside  walls  fn  L  Jo  '  "  T"'""'  ^°  "^^ 
-hile  the  old  adol  °i°',,tP  r"'^^^' 
Jidden  beneath  flowing  CapeTe"  ""^ 
bestarred  passion  vines  !„d  7  "',?'"'""  ""' 
cylindrical  red  tiles  ^P^''  ^^  '"^^^  of 

^n;^;:::^::'^"^^^-^"- voice 

tree    dragging  her  companion   with    h       °'" 

Puttmg  her  finger  imperatiri  Tl     '   "' 

but  somewhaf  r.,    •  ^    P°"  a  pretty 

•"ewhat  passionate  mouth.      The  other 
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girl  checked  a  laugh,  and  remained  watching 
her  friend's  wickedly  levelled  brows  in  amused 
surprise. 

The  call  was  repeated  from  the  verandah. 
After  a  moment's  pause  there  was  the  sound  of 
retreating  foot-steps,  and  all  was  quiet  again. 

'Why,  for  goodness-  sake,  didn't  you 
answer,  Verba  } '  asked  the  shorter  girl. 

'  Oh,  I  hate  him !'  responded  Verba.     '  He 
only  wanted  to  bore  me  with  his  stupid,  formal, 
sham-parental  talk.      Because  he's  my  official 
guardian  he  thinks  it  necessary  to  assume  this 
manner  towards  me  when  we  meet,  and  treats 
me  as  if  I  were  something  between  his  step- 
daughter and  an  almshouse  orphan  or  a  police 
board.     It's  perfectly  ridiculous,   for   it's   only 
put  on  while  he  is  in  office,  and  he  knows  it. 
and  !  know  it,  and  I'm  tired  of  making  believe! 
Why,  my  dear,   they  change   every   election  ; 
I've  had  seven  of  them,  all  more  or  less  of  this 
kind,  since  I  can  remember.' 

'  But  I  thought  there  were  two  others,  dear, 
that  were  not  official,"  said  her  companion 
coaxingly. 

Verba  sighed.     '  No ;    there  was  another, 
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who  was  president  of  a  bank,  but  that  was  also 
to  be  official  if  he  died.  I  used  to  like  him,  h". 
seemed  to  be  the  only  gentleman  among  them  ; 
but  it  appears  that  he  is  dreadfully  improper  ; 
shoots  people  now  and  then  for  nothing  at  all,' 
and  burst  up  his  bank— and,  of  course,  he's 
impossible,  and,  as  there's  no  more  bank,  when 
he  dies  there'll  be  no  more  trustee.' 

'And  there's  the  third,  you  know— a 
stranger,  who  never  appears.?'  suggested  the 
younger  girl. 

•And  who  do  you  suppose  /le  turns  out 
to  be  }  Do  you  remember  that  conceited  litde 
wretch-thaf  Baby  Senator,'  I  think  they  called 
him— who  was  in  the  parlour  of  the  Golden 
Gate  the  other  morning  surrounded  by  his 
idiotic  worshippers  and  toadies  and  ballot-box 
stuffers  ?  Well,  if  you  please,  that's  Mr.  Paul 
Hathaway— the  Honourable  Paul  Hathaway, 
who  washed  his  hands  of  me,  my  dear,  at  the 
beginning ! ' 

'  But  really,  Verba,  I  thought  that  he  looked 
and  acted ' 

'You   thought  of   nothing    at  all,    Milly,' 
returned  Verba,  with   authority.     'I  tell   you 
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he's  a  mass  of  conceit.  What  else  could  you 
expect  of  a  Man-toadied  and  fawned  upon  to 
that  extent  ?  It  made  me  sick !  I  could  have 
just  shaken  them ! ' 

As  if  to  emphasise  her  statement,  she 
grasped  one  of  the  long  willowy  branches  of 
the  enormous  rose-bush  where  she  stood,  and 
shook  it  lightly.  The  action  detached  a  few  of 
the  maturer  blossoms,  and  sent  down  a  shower 
of  faded  pink  petals  on  her  dark  hair  and  yellov/ 
dress.     '  I  can't  bear  conceit,'  she  added. 

'  Oh,  Verba,  just  stand  as  you  are  I  I  do 
wish  the  girls  could  see  you.  You  make  the 
loveliest  picture ! ' 

She  certainly  did  look  very  pretty  as  she 
stood  there— a  few  leaves  lodged  in  her  hair, 
clinging  to  her  dress,  and  suggesting  by  reflec- 
tion the  colour  that  her  delicate  satin  skin 
would  have  resented  in  its  own  texture.  But 
she  turned  impatiently  away— perhaps  not 
before  she  had  allowed  this  passing  vision  to 
impress  the  mind  of  her  devoted  adherent— 
and  said,  '  Come  along,  or  that  dreadful  man 
will  be  out  on  the  verandah  again.' 

'  But,  if  you  dislike  him  so,  why  did  you 
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accept    the    invitation  to  meet   him  here  at 
luncheon  ? '  said  the  curious  Milly. 

'/didn't  accept;  the  Mother  Superior  did 
forme,  because  he's  the  Mayor  of  San  Francisco 
visiting  your  uncle,  and  she's  always  anxious  to 
please  the  powers  that  be.  And  I  thought  he 
might  have  some  information  that  I  could  get 
out  of  him.  And  it  was  better  than  being  in 
ihe  convent  all  day.  And  I  thought  I  could 
stand  Aim  if  you  were  here.' 

Milly  gratefully  accepted  this  doubtful 
proof  of  affection  by  squeezing  her  companion's 
arm.  '  And  you  didn't  get  any  information, 
dear  ? ' 

'  Of  course  not !  The  idiot  knows  only  the 
old  tradition  of  his  office— that  I  was  a  myste- 
rious Trust  left  in  Mayor  Hammersley's  hands. 
He  actually  informed  me  that  "  Buena"  meant 
"  Good  "  ;  that  it  was  likely  the  name  of  the 
captain  of  some  whaler,  that  put  into  San 
Francisco  in  the  early  days,  whose  child  I  was, 
and  that,  if  I  chose  to  call  myself  "  Miss  Good,'' 
he  would  allow  it,  and  get  a  Bill  passed  in  the 
Legislature  to  legalise  it.  Think  of  it,  my 
dear!— "Miss  Good,"  like  one  of  Mrs.  Bar- 
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bauld's  stories,  or  a  moral  governess   in 
"  Primary  Reader." ' 

' "  Miss  Good,"  ■  repeated  Miily,  innocently. 
'Yes,  you  might  put  an  e  at  the  end— 
G-double-o-d-e.  There  arc  Goodes  in  Phila- 
delphia. And  then  you  won't  have  to  sacrifice 
that  sweet  pretty  "  Verba,"  that's  so  stylish  and 
musical,  for  you'Id  still  be  "Verba  Good." 
But,'  she  added,  as  Verba  made  an  impatient 
gesture,  'why  do  you  worry  yourself  about 
that}  Vou  wouldn't  keep  your  own  name 
long,  whatever  it  was.  An  heiress  like  you, 
dear— lovely  and  accomplished— would  have 
the  best  names  as  well  as  the  best  men  in 
America  to  choose  from.' 

'Now.  please,  don't  repeat  that  idiot's 
words.  That's  what  he  says  ;  that's  what  they 
all  say!'  returned  Verba,  pettishly.  'One 
would  really  think  it  was  necessary  for  me  to 
get  married  lo  become  anybody  at  all,  or  have 
any  standing  whatever.  And,  whatever  you 
do,  don't  go  talking  of  me  as  if  I  were  named 
after  a  vegetable.  "Verba  Buena"  is  the 
name  of  an  island  in  the  bay  just  off  San 
Francisco.     I'm  named  after  that.' 
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'  But  I  don't  see  the 


difference,  dear.  The 
island  was  named  after  the  vine  that  grows 
on  it.' 

'  You  don't  see  the  difference.?'  said  Verba, 
darkly.  •  Well,  /  do.  But  what  are  you  look- 
ing at .'' ' 

Her  companion  had  caught  her  arm,  and 
was  gazing  intently  at  the  house. 

'Verba,'  she  said  quickly,  'there's  the 
Mayor,  and  uncle,  and  a  strange  gentleman 
coming  down  the  walk.  They're  looking  for 
us.  And,  as  I  live.  Verb!  the  strange  gentle- 
man is  that  young  Senator,  Mr.  Hathaway ! ' 
'  Mr.  Hathaway  }  Nonsense ! ' 
'  Look  for  yourself.' 

Verba  glanced  at  the  three  gentlemen,  who, 
a  hundred  yards  distant,  were  slowly  advancing 
in  the  direction  of  the  ceanothus  hedge,  behind 
which  the  girls  had  instinctively  strayed  during 
their  conversation, 

'  Whdt  are  you  going  to  do  ? '  said  Milly, 
eagerly.  '  They're  coming  straight  this  way! 
Shall  we  stay  here  and  let  them  pass,  or  make 
a  run  for  the  house  ? ' 

'  No,'  said  Verba,  to  Milly's  great  surprise. 
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•  That  would  look  as  if  we  cared.  Besides,  I 
don't  know  that  Mr.  Hathaway  has  come  to 
see  me.  We'll  stroll  out  and  meet  them 
accidentally.' 

Milly  was  still  more  astonished.    However, 
she  said :  '  Wait  a  moment,  dear ! '   and,  with 
the  instinctive  deftness  of  her  sex,  in   three 
small  tugs  and  a  gentle  hitch,  shook  Yerba's 
gown   into  perfect  folds,   passed    her  fingers 
across  her  forehead  and  over  her  ears,  securing, 
however,  with  a  hairpin  on  their  passage  three 
of   the  rose  petals   where    they    had    fallen. 
Then,  discharging  their  faces  of  any  previous 
expression,    these    two     charming    hypocrites 
sallied  out  innocently  into  the  walk.     Nothing 
could  be  more  natural  than  their  manner :  if  a 
criticism  might  be  ventured  upon,  it  was  that 
their  elbows  were  slightly  drawn  inwards  and 
before    them,   leaving  their  hands  gracefully 
advanced  in  the  line  of  their  figures,  an  attitude 
accepted    throughout    the  civilised   world    of 
deportment  as  indicating  fastidious  refinement 
not  unmingled  with  permissible  hauteur. 

The  three  gentlemen  lifted  their  hats  at  this 
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ravishing  apparition,  and  halted.     The  Mayor 
advanced  with  great  politeness. 


The  three  gentlemen  im.d  their  hat. 

•I  feared  you  didn't  hear  recall  you.  Miss 
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Verba,  so  we  ventured  to  seek  you."  As  the 
two  girls  exchanged  almost  infantile  glances  of 
surprise,  he  continued ;  '  Mr.  Paul  Hathaway 
has  done  us  the  honour  of  seeking  you  here,  as 
he  did  not  find  you  at  the  convent.  You  may 
have  forgotten  that  Mr.  Hathaway  is  the  third 
one  of  your  trustees.' 

'  And  so  inefficient  and  worthless  that  I  fear 
he  doesn't  count,'  said  Paul,  'but,'  raising  his 
eyes  to  Yerbas,  •  I  fancy  that  I  have  already 
had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you,  and.  I  fear,  the 
mo-tification  of  having  disturbed  you  and  your 
friends  in  the  parlour  of  the  Golden  Gate  Hotel 
yesterday.' 

The  two  girls  looked  at  each  other  with  the 
same  childlike  surprise.  Yerba  broke  the  silence 
by  suddenly  turning  to  Miily.  -  Certainly,  you 
remember  how  greatly  interested  we  were  in 
the  conversation  of  a  party  of  gentlemen  who 
were  there  when  we  came  in.  I  am  afraid  our 
foolish  prattle  must  have  disturbed  you.  I 
know  that  we  were  struck  with  the  intelligent 
and  eloquent  devotion  of  your  friends." 

'Oh,   perfectly,'   chimed    in   the   loyal   but 
somewhat  infelix  Milly  ;  and  it  was  so  kind  and 
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thoughtful  of  Mr.  Hathaway  to  take  them  away 
as  he  did.' 

'I  felt  the  more  embarrassed,'  continued 
Hathaway,  smihng,  but  still  critically  examining 
Verba  for  an  indication  of  something  character- 
istic, beyond  this  palpable  conventionality,  •  as  I 
unfortunately  must  present  my  credentials  from 
a  gentleman  as  much  of  a  stranger  as  myself— 
Colonel  Pendleton." 

The  trade-wind  was  evidently  making  itself 
felt  even  in  this  pastoral  retreat,  for  the  two 
gentlemen  appeared  to  shrink  slightly  within 
themselves,  and  a  chill  seemed  to  have  passed 
over  the  group.  The  Mayor  coughed.  The 
avuncular  Woods  gazed  abstractedly  at  a  large 
cactus.  Even  Paul,  prepared  by  previous 
experience,  stopped  short. 

'Colonel  Pendleton!  Oh.  do  tell  me  all 
about  him  I'  flashed  out  Verba,  suddenly,  with 
clasped  hands  and  eager  girlish  breath. 

Paul  cast  a  quick,  grateful  glance  at  the  girl 
Whether  assumed  or  not,  her  enthusiastic  out- 
burst was  effective.  The  Mayor  looked  un- 
easily at  Woods,  and  turned  to  Paul. 

'Ah,  yes!     Vou  and  he  were  original  co- 
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trustees.  I  believe  Pendleton  is  in  reduced 
circumstances.  Never  quite  got  over  that  bank 
trouble.' 

'That   is  only  a    question    of   legislative 
investigation    and    relief/   said    Paul,    lightly, 
yet  with   purposely  vague  official    mystery  of 
manner.     Then,  turninn;  quickly  to  Verba,  as  if 
replying  to  the  only  real  question  at  issue,  he 
continued  pointedly,    '  I   am  sorry  to  sa/  the 
Colonel's  health  is  so  poor  that  it  keeps  him 
quite  a  recluse.     I  have  a  letter  from  him  and 
a  message  for   you.'     His  bright  eyes  added 
plainly—'  as  soon  as  we  can  get  rid  of  those 
people.' 

'  Then  you  think  that  a  Bill ' began  the 

Mayor,  eagerly. 

•  I  think,  my  dear  Sir,'  said  Paul,  plaintively, 
'that  I  and  my  friends  have  already  tried 
the  patience  of  these  two  young  ladies  quite 
enough  yesterday  with  politic;-,  and  law-making. 
I  have  to  catch  the  six-o'dock  train  to  San 
Francisco  this  evening,  and  have  already  lost 
the  time  I  hoped  to  spend  with  Miss  Verba  by 
missing  her  at  the  convent.  Let  me  stroll  on 
here,  if  you  like,  and  if  I  venture  to  monopolise 
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the  attention  of  this  young  lady  for  half  an 
hour,  you,  my  dear  Mr.  Mayor,  who  have  more 
frequent  access  to  her.  I  know  will  not  begrudee 
It  to  me.'  *      ^ 

He  placed  himself  beside  Verba  and  Milly 
and  began  an  entertaining,   although,   I    fear! 
shghtly  exaggerated  account  of  his  reception 
by  the  Lady  Superior,  and  her  evident  doubts 
of  h,s  Identity  with  the  trustee  mentioned  in 
Fendleton's  letter  of  introduction.     '  I  confess 
she  frightened  me,'  he  continued,  'when  she 
remarked  that,  according  to  my  statement,   I 
could  have  been  only  eighteen  years  old  when 
I  became  your  guardian,  and  as  much  in  want 
of  one   as   you  were.     I  think  that  only  her 
behef  that  Mr.  Woods  and  the  Mayor  would 
detect  me  as  an  impostor  provoked  her  at  last 
to  tell  me  your  whereabouts.' 

'  But  why  did  they  ever  make  you  a  trustee 
for    goodness'    sake.?'     said    Milly,    naively! 
Was  there  no  one  grown  up  at  that  time  that 
they  could  have  called  upon  .? ' 

'Those  were  the  early  days  of  California,' 
responded  Paul,  with  great  gravity,  although 
he  was  conscious  that  Verba  was  regarding 
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him  narrowly,  'and  I  proh.bly  looked  older 
and  more  intelligent  than  I  -eally  was.  For 
candidly,  with  the  consciousness  of  Yerba's 
eyes  still  upon  him,  '  I  remember  very  little 
about  it.  I  dare  say  I  was  selected,  as  you 
kmdly  suggest,  "for  goodness"  sake."  ' 

'After  all,'  said  the  volatile  Miily,  who 
seemed  inclined,  as  chaperon,  to  direct  the 
conversation,  '  there  was  something  pretty  and 
romantic  about  it.  You  two  poor  young  things 
takmg  care  of  each  other,  for,  of  course,  there 
were  no  women  here  in  those  days.' 

'Of  course  there  were  women  here,'  inter- 
rupted   Yerba,  quickly,   with   a   half-meaning 
half-mterrogative  glance  at  Paul  that  made  him 
instmctively  uneasy.     'You  later  comers '-to 
Milly— -always  seem  to  think  that  there  was 
nothmghere  before  you!'     She  paused,   and 
then  added,  with  a  naive  mixture  of  reproach 
and  coquetry  that  was  as  charming  as  it  was 
unexpected,   'As  to  taking  care  of  each  other, 
Mr.  Hathaway  very  quickly  got  rid  of  me,  I 
believe.' 

'  But  I  left  you  in  better  hands,  Miss  Yerba  • 
and  let  me  thank  you  now,'  he  added  in  a  lower 
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tone,  '  for  recognising  it  as  you  did  a  moment 
ago.       I'm   glad   that    you   instinctively   liked 
Colonel    Pendleton.      Had    you    known    him 
better,  you  would  have  seen  how  truthful  that 
instinct  was.     His  chief  fault  in  the  eyes  of  our 
worthy  friends  is  that  he  reminds  them  of  a 
great  deal  they  can't  perpetuate  and  much  they 
would  like   to  forget.'      He  checked  himself 
abruptly.    '  But  here  is  your  letter,'  he  resumed 
drawing  Colonel  Pendleton's  missive  from  his 
pocket ;  'perhaps  you  would  like  to  read  it  now, 
in  case  you  have  any  message  to  return  by  mc.' 
Miss  Woods  and  I  will  excuse  you.' 

They  had  reached  the  end  of  the  rose-alley, 
where  a  summer-house  that  was  in  itself  a  rose- 
bower  partly  disclosed  itself.  The  other  gentle- 
men had  lagged  behind.  '  I  will  amuse  myself, 
and  console  your  other  guardian,  dear,"  said  the 
vivacious  Milly,  with  a  rapid  exchange  of 
glances  with  Verba,  'until  this  horrid  business 
is  over.  ,  Besides,'  she  added  with  cheerful 
vagueness,  'after  so  long  a  separation  you  must 
have  a  great  ueal  to  say  to  each  other.' 

Paul  smiled  as  she  rustled  away,  and  Verba, 
entering    the    summer-house,    sat    down    and 
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opened  the  letter.     The  young  man  remained 
leanmg  agamst  the  rustic  archway,  occasionally 
glancing  at  her  and  at  the  moving  figures  in  the 
gardens.     He  was  conscious  of  an  odd  excite- 
ment which   he   could   trace   to   no  particular 
cause.     It  was  true  that  he  had  been  annoyed 
at  not  finding  the  young  girl  at  the  convent, 
and  at  having  to  justify  himself  to  the  Lady 
Superior  for  what  he  conceived  to  be  an  act  of 
gratuitous  kindness ;  nor  was  he  blind  to  the 
fact  that  his  persistence  in  following  her  was 
more  an  act  of  aggression  against  the  enemies 
of  Pendleton  than  of  concern  for  Verba.     She 
was  certainly  pretty ;  but  he  could  not  remember 
her  mother  sufficiently  to  trace  any  likeness, 
and  he  had  never  admired  the  mother's  pro- 
nounced beauty.     She  had  flashed  out  for  an 
instant  into  what  seemed  originality  and  feeling. 
But  It  had  passed,  and  she  had  asked  no  further 
questions  in  regard  to  the  Colonel. 

She  had  hurriedly  skimmed  through  the 
letter,  which  seemed  to  be  composed  of  certain 
figures  and  accounts.  •  I  suppose  it's  all  right,' 
she  said :  '  at  least,  you  can  say  so  if  he  asks 
you.      It's  only  an   explanation   why  he  has 
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transferred  my  money  from  the  bank  to  Roth- 
schild s  agent  years  ago.  I  don't  see  why  it 
Should  interest  me  now.' 


I 

Paul  made  no  doubt  that  it  was  the  same 


'  I  suppose  it  is  all  righl/  she  said 
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transfer  that  had  shipwrecked  the  Colonel's 
fortune  and  alienated  his  friends,  and  could  not 
help  replying  somewhat  pointedly, '  But  I  think 
•t  should.  Miss  Verba.  I  don't  know  what 
the  Colonel  explained  to  you-doubtless,  not  the 

whole  tn.th  for  he  is  not  a  man  to  praise  him- 
self but,  the  fact  IS,  the  bank  was  in  difficulties 
at  the  t,me  of  that  transfer,  and,  to  make  it, 
he  sacrificed  h,s  personal  fortune,  and,  I  think 
awakened  some  of  that  ill-feeling  you  have  iust 
nofced.-     He  checked  himself  tfo'late    he  Z 

St'hVrTr'^'"  tact  and  self-control, 
but  had  nearly  betrayed  himself  He  was  sur- 
prised that  the  giri's  justifiable  ignorance  should 

not"„:;*T  '*■"•      ^''  ^'^  ''^^  -'dently 
iid    with'    °^'"'-"'^-^tood    it.    for    she 

studied-   '  '"■'""  P''"'""  '^''  ^^  ^'""-t 

'Yes    I   suppose    it  would    have   been  a 

ternblethmg  to  him  to  have  been  suspected  of 
m.sappropnating  a  Trust  confided  to  him  by 
part.es  who  had  already  paid  him  the  high 
compliment  of  confiding  to  his  care  a  secrt 
and  a  fortune.' 

Paul  glanced  at  her  quickly  with  astonish- 
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If 


ment.  Was  this  ignorance,  or  suspicion  ?  Her 
manner,  however,  suddenly  changed,  with  the 
charming  capriciousness  of  youth  and  conscious 
beauty.  <  He  speaks  of  you  in  this  letter,'  she 
sa,d,  letting  her  dark  eyes  rest  on  him  pro- 
vokingly.  ^ 

'That  accounts  for  your  lack  of  interest, 
then,  sa,d  Paul,  gaily,  relieved  to  turn  a  con- 
versation fraught  with  so  much  danger. 

'  But  he  speaks  very  flatteringly,'  she  went 
on.  '  He  seems  to  be  another  one  of  your 
admirers.  I'm  sure,  Mr.  Hathaway,  after  that 
scene  m  the  hotel  parlour  yesterday,  you,  at 
least,  cannot  complain  of  having  been  misrepre- 
sented before  me.  To  tell  you  the  truth.  I  think 
1  hated  you  a  little  for  it.' 

'  You  were  quite  right.'  returned  Paul  '  I 
must  have  been  insufferable!  And  I  admit 
that  I  was  slightly  piqued  against  jj-o*  for  the 
.dolatr.es  showered  upon  you  at  the  same 
moment  by  your  friends.' 

Usually,  when  two  young  people  have 
reached  the  point  of  confidingly  exch.unging 
the.,  first  impressions  of  each  other,  some  pn° 
gress  has  been  made  in  first  acquaintance.    But 


it  did 
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Paul  was  this  time 


haps  ?    she  tdded        K         --^'^"^---  P- 
i"   •    !>ne  added,  with  a  s  fg-ht  rpt.,r„     r  u 

previous  expressive  manner  °^  ''''' 

JcnewfoTwhrrthrf  t''^"'^'^^'^^ 
differ  from  ^u  the  e  la'  "  r  'i"^"''>''  '  ' 
a  thing  as  fearnev'  '^"^  "'"'  ^""^h 

Pendlefons  a  .la.Cs  "'"''  '"'^  ^°'°-' 
think  he  wouH  ac  1"  '"^  ^"'^■^«-  ^ 
highest  and  the  lowes  he""'  '7^^'  "'^ 
most  weak.'    As  she     ,        /  "'  "^  '^^ 

and    mischievoX'1/rdS/^ 
-'•"ing  to  believ/haVhis  kno      \  ""   ''"''' 
made  his  duty  pleasamer  °"'''^^  °'  ^^ 
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He  was  again  quite  sincere,  and  his  slight 
sympathy  had  that  irresistible  quality  of  tone 
and  look  which  made  him  so  dangerous.     For 
he  was  struck  with  the  pretty  soothed  self-com- 
placency that  had  shone  in  her  face  since  he 
had  spoken  of  Pendleton's  equal  disinterested- 
ness.    It  seemed,  too,  as  if  what  he  had  taken 
for  passion  or  petulance  in  her  manner  had  been 
only  a  resistance  to  some  continual  aggression 
of  condition.   ,  With   that  remainder  held  in 
check,  a  certain   latent  nobility  was  apparent 
as  of  her  true  self     In  this  moment  of  pK  as  d 
abstraction  she  had  drawn  through  the  lattice- 
work of  one  of  the  windows  a  spray  of  roses  still 
clingmg  to  the  vine,  and,  with  her  graceful  head 
a  little  on  one  side,   was  softly  caressing  her 
cheek  with  it.     She  certainly  was  very  pretty 
From  the  crown  of  her  dark  little  head  to  the 
narrow   rosetted    slipper    that   had   been    idly 
tappmg  the  ground,  but  now  seemed  to  tread  it 
more  proudly,   with   arched  instep  and  small 


ankle,  she  was  pleasant  to  look 
'But   you   surely   have   soi. 
think  about,  Miss  Verba  > '  said 
with  conviction.     '  In  a  few 


upon. 


else 


mething 
young 
months  you  will  be 


to 


rman, 
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Oh  please  Mr.  Hathaway,  for  Heavens  sake 
don t^.«  begin  too!  You  are  goinjf  to  sav 
that    w.th   n,y   wealth,    my  accolplfshLn  3 

What  do  I  care  about  a  secret  that  can  neither 
add  to  them  nor  take  Gem  away?    Yes    ' " 

2:\. '%':  T'r  ^^''-^ '°  -y— jbi; 

says  It  Why.  I  should  have  thought  'the 
youngest  senator-  could  afford  to  have  been 
more  original.'  ^^^" 

'I   plead  guilty  to  a//  the  weaknesses  of 

Well.  I  forgive  you.  because  you  have  for 

gotentosaythat.ifIdon-tlike'thena:eof 
Verba  Buena.  I  could  ..  easily  change  that 

thi.'ff  ".?°"-'^'  ^'^'  "'  '"**^  P^"''  *°"ched  with 
th.sfirstheanngof  her  name  in  her  own  n^usica! 
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accents,  'or  would  like  it  if  you  heard  yourself 
pronounce  it.'     It  suddenly  recurred   tnT 
wit.,  a  strange  thrill  of  p.I^rt'ii 

S;vSr""'^^^'^"'^^^-^«Hi: 

thegS'c^:^:"''^"^''^^''^"^^— -aid 
;  I  beg  your  pardon  ?  '  said  Paul,  hesitatingly. 

been  so   '»"       •?  •'''  ""^^"'^  ^-'^l  ^^'^ 
been  so  utterly  ,d,ot.c  as  to  call  me  after  a 

ground-vine— a     ve^et-iWe?'      i,       "-  a"*^"^  ^^ 
petulantly.  ^^g^'-^^le  ?      she     continued 

'Eh.? 'stammered  Paul. 

'A  name  that  could  be  so  easily  translated 
she  went  on.  half-scornfully.  <and.  wh  ntans' 
Jated.  was  no  possible  title  for  anyi;,dy  r  ^1" 

atfarl-       P.  »   L  /.   "'    m  SKIU  to    meet 

attack.     But  he  was  so  convinced  of  the  truth 
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ine  iirbt  time  from  Pendleton  th.f  u 
■struck  with  confusion.  '  ^^  ^'^ 

for  ;^'t'  "'- '  ''r  ^""  ^"'^''"^"^  '■'  --  -ntended 
»or  I"  h-j  saia  at  last,  vaguely    <  h  w.^  T 

Uauers      Tf  .v.       i  ^  "'immersley's 

to  .he  island  of  yX  etn    •'"T       "'''•■" 

find  it  so  recorded  f„  ,he  <!„  '^T         ''°''  "'" 

-e.A^e,>odrVefrB'lr"    "' 

"»imp«,ible,„  describe  .he' .Wd  ye, 
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triumphant,  the  half-appealing  yet  complacent 
conv.ct.on  of  the  girls  utterance.     A  momeni 
before.  Paul  would  have  believed  it  impossible 
for  h.m  to  have  kept  his  gravity  and  his  respect 
for  his  companion  under  this  egregious  illusion. 
But  he  kept  both.     For  a  sudden  conviction 
that  she  suspected  the  truth,  and  had  taken  thi^. 
audacious  and  original  plan  of  crushing  it,  over- 
powered all  other  sense.      The  Arguellos,  it 
flashed  upon  him,  were  an  old  Spanish  family 
former  owners  of  Verba   Buena   Island,  who 
had  m  the  last  years  become  extinct.     There 
had  been  a  story  that  one  of  them  had  eloped 
with    an     American    ship    captain's    wife    at 
Monterey^     The    legend-^ry  history  of  eariy 
Spanish   California  was  filled  with  more  re- 
markable   incidents,    corroborated    with    little 
difficulty  from  Spanish  authorities,  who,  it  was 
alleged,  lent  themselves  readily  to  any  fabrica- 
tion or  forgery.     There  was  no  racial  pride  • 
on   the  contrary,   they  had  shown  an  eager 
alacrity  to  ally  themselves  with  their  conquerors 
The  friends  of  the  Arguellos  would  be  proud 
to  recognise  and  remember  in  the  American 
heiress   the  descendant  of  their  countrymen 
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All  this  passed  rapidly  through  his  mind  after 

oeen  the  deliberate  reasoning  of  this  rirl  of 
seventeen  whose  dark  eyes  Le  b  ^on 
h.m.  Whether  she  was  seeking  corroborate" 
or  complicity  he  could  not  tell. 

•Have  you  found   this  out  yourself?'   he 
asked,  after  a  pause. 

was'l^IL  ?"'  °^  7  ^"'"^'  ^'  '^'''  '^^"vent 
tTe  A         „  °'  ^^^"^"^^^ll  the  history  of 

theArguellos.     She  is  perfectly  satisfied.'    ^ 
.  .  For  an  mstant  Paul  wondered  if  it  was  a 
jomt  conception  of  the  two  school-girls      But 
on   refiecfon.   he   was   persuaded   tL   Verba 
would  commit   herself   to   no  accomplice-of 
her  own  sex.     She  might  have  dominated  the 

tt';",  T!f  r^'  '''  ^  «™  Partisattht 
the  g.rl  would  be  convinced  of  it  herse  f  and 
beheve  herself  a  free  agent.  He  had  haf  ^ 
experience  with  men  himself 

~Jl  ?!'  'T/°"  "°'  ^P^"^^"  °f  "  before 
—and  to  Colonel  Pendleton  .?' 

'  He  did  not  choose  to  tell  «,.,'  said  Verba 
wuh  feminine  dexterity.  <  J  have  preferred  t' 
keep  u  myself  a  secret  till  I  am  of  ag^' 
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When  Colonel  Pendleton  and  some  of  the 
other  trustees  have  no  right  to  say  anything, 
thought    Pad    quickly.       She    had    evidentfy 
trusted  /«;;,.     Yet,  fascinated  as  he  had  been 
by  her  audacity,  he  did  not  know  whether  to 
be  pleased,  or  the  reverse.     He  would  have 
preferred  to  be  placed  on  an  equal  footing  with  , 
Josita  Castro.     She  anticipated  his  thoughts  by 
saying,  with  half-raised  eyelids— 
'  What  do  yoii  think  of  it  } ' 
'  It  seems  to  be  so  natural  and  obvious  an 
explanation  of  the  mystery  that  I  only  wonder 
't  was  not  thought  of  before,'  said  Paul,  with 
that  perfect  sincerity  that  made  his  sympathy 
so  effective.  j    r      / 

and' tie?!? '""''•"  ""'^'''  ^'^  p^^"y  ^y^^'^^' 

and  the  tender  promise  of  a  smile  parting  her 
utle  mouth-.  I'm  believing  that  you  tefl  the 

about?"  '""'  '°"  '°"''  "^"^^  ^"y'hing 
It  was  a.desperate  moment  with  Paul,  but 
h.s  sympathetic  instincts,  and  possibly  his  luck 
triumphed.      His  momentary  hesitation  easiW 
simulated  the  caution  of  a  conscientious  man  • 
his  knit  eyebrows  and  bright  eyes,  lowered  in 
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an  effort  of  memory,  did  the  rest.     •  I  remem- 
ber it  all  so  indistinctly,'  he  said,  with  literal 
ruthfubess;  'there  was  a  veiled  lady  3resent, 
tall  and  dark,  to   whom    Mayor   Hammersley 
and   the   Colonel  showed   a  singular,   and    it 
struck  me,  as  an  almost  superstitious,  respect. 
I  remember  now,  distinctly.  I  was  impressed 
with  the  reverential  w.-  .hey  both  accompanied 
her  to  the  door  at  the  end  of  the  interview.' 
He  raised  his  eyes  slightly  ;  the  young  girl's  red 
hps  were  parted  ;  that  illumination  of  the  skin 
which  was  her  nearest  approach  to  colour,  had 
quite  transfigured  her  face.     He  felt,  suddenly 
that  she  believed  it,  yet  he  had  no  sense  of 
remorse.     He  half-believed  it  himself;  at  least 
he  remembered  the  nobility  of  the  mother's 
self-i-enunclation  and  its  effect  upon  the  two 
nien.     Why  should  not  the  daughter  preserve 
this  truthful  picture  of  the  mother's  momentary 
exaltation.?     Which  was  the  most  truthful- 
that,  or  the  degrading  facts .>     'You  speak  of 
a  secret,'  he  added.     'I   can  remember  little 
more  than  that  the  Mayor  asked  me  to  forget 
from  that  moment,  the  whole  occurrence.     I  did 
not  know  at  the  time  how  completely  I  should 


'°*  -^  '^'^^^  «^  ^//^  GOU>^^  OATS 

vl' asZrL  d^"  """^^  '^-^-'^--  ^^ 
absurdj;  /o";  ,f '/"P--  »>-.  that  I  was 

but  that  I  mafh         t     ""^      ^'^""'^    '^"^^^ 

inexpeHenlrThr.L^tf  j^r  ^^^^^^^^ 
common  occurrence  An  .t  ?^  ""^^  °^ 
own  future  to  m  ke-and"  ".'  '"'  "^^ 
selfish.  I  was  ^ut.T  ./°"'^  '"  '^"^'^^ 
when  I  left  San  f1        "'  "'  ^"'^  ""'^"°-" 

tHe  time  >!  elereTth "    "  ^'^  "•"^^'   ^^ 
Buena.'  ^  '''^  '=°"^^"'  ^^   Verba 

She  smiled,  and  made  a  sl.Vh^  •        ,  • 
gesture,  as  if  she  would  have  drf      ™P"''"' 
I^'--.   but    checked  herllf  ?,■«."'''■''■ '° 
without  embarrassment      It  Jl   T    T    '"'^ 
movement  of  youthA^  ?  ^^"^  '^"""  ^ 

occasional  mateL^  Ij^^^^^^^^  ^^at 

which  sometimes  influen  es  a  "  ^ '"^^'"'=' 
-sculine  friendship  and  eL It  „  thTI"  ''''l 
fnend  to  the  plane  of  the  doH  sh    h  ''^ 

As  he  turned  towards  her  hf  T^'"^"- 

.shook  out  her  yellowtt:^i:aT^^^^^^  ^°^^' 
petulance—  '^  ^"h  pretty 

visit  as  my  guardian  ? ' 
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iookmg  at  her  with  undefined  meaning. 
th..  ''^: ^'^^^^^'^'  ^«h  a  tantalising  coquetry 
hat    m.ght    have    suggested    an     underlytj 

rerTr'''''"'^>'°"^-'ostaS 

deal.     Perhaps,  so   have  I.     We  m^^U  \ 

'AM     0/  ^^'"  ^aul,  earnestly. 

Ah!    ^^- may  be  a  veo^  different  person.' 

•Butit^itT-^''^^^^""------'^- 

*  Well,  she  may  not  put  herself  in  the  way 

that    sSe"^'  ^°'"-''^"'  compliments  a 
mat    said  the  young  girl,  demurely. 

JNot  from  her  guardian?' 
'  She  will  haye  no  guardian  then.'   She  said 
this  grayely,  but  almost  at  the  s;,m. 
turned  -n^  e.^  j  ^^'"^  moment 

turned  .nd  sat  down  again,  throwing  her  linked 
hands  oyer  her  knee,  and  looked  ft  hTm  ^.^ 
chieyously.  'Youspp«,k„.  "  ''"^  mm  mis- 
•  T  J '  .7"  ^^^  what  you  haye  lost.  Sir ' 
I  see,  said  Paul,  but  with  all  .h» 
that  she  had  dropped.  ^'  ^'^^"^^ 


!     I 
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j^M^jm^. 
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'No;  but  you  don't  see  all.  I  had  no 
br^her-no  friend.  You  n,ight  have  been 
both  You  m,ght  have  made  me  what  you 
'ked.  You  might  have  educated  me  far 
better  than  these  teachers,  or,  at  least,  given 
me  some  pride  in  my  studies.  There  were 
so  many  things   I   wanted  to  know  that  they 

couldnc  teach   me;  so  many  times   I   wante' 
advice    from     someone     that    I    could    trust. 
Colonel  Pendleton  was  very  good  to  me  when 
he  came  ;  he  always  treated  me  like  a  princess 
even  when  I   wore  short  frocks.     It  was  his 
manner  that  first  made   me  think  he   knew 
my  family;  but  I  never  felt  as  if  I  could  tell 
h.m  anythmg,  and  I  don't  think,  with  all  his 
chivalrous    respect,   he    ever  understood   me 
As  to  the  others-the  Mayors-well,  you  may 
judge  from   Mr.  Henderson.     It  is  a'wonder 
that   I   d.d   not  run   away  or    do  something 
desperate.     Now,  are  you  not  a  /////.  sorry  > ' 

Her  voice,  which  had  as  many  capricious 
changes  as  her  manner,  had  been  alternately 
coquettish  petulant,  and  serious,  had  now 
become  playful  again.  But.  like  the  rest  of 
her  sex,  she  was  evidently  more  alert  to  her 
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surroundings  at  such  a  moment  than  her 
companion,  for  before  he  could  make  any  reply 
she  said,  without  apparently  looking,  '  But  there 
IS  a  deputation  coming  for  you,  Mr.  Hathaway. 
You  see,  the  case  is  hopeless.  You  never  would 
be  able  to  give  to  one  what  is  claimed  by  the 
many.' 

Paul  glanced  down  the  rose-alley,  and  saw 
that  the  deputation  in  question  was  composed 
of  the  Mayor,  Mr.  Woods,  a  thin,  delicate- 
iookmg  woman-evidently  Mrs.  Woods-and 
Milly.  The  latter  managed  to  reach  the 
summer-house  first,  with  apparently  youthful 
a  acnty,  but  really  to  exchange,  in  a  single 
glance,  some  mysterious  feminine  signal  with 
Verba.  Then  she  said  with  breathless 
mfelicity — 

'  Before  you  two  get  bored  with  each  other 
now,  I  must  tell  you  there's  a  chance  of  you 
havmg  more  time.  Aunty  has  promised  to 
send  off  a  note  excusing  you  to  the  Reverend 
Mother,  if  she  can  persuade  Mr.  Hathaway  to 
stay  over  to-night.  But  here  they  arc.  [To 
Verba]  Aunty  is  most  anxious,  and  won't  hear 
of  his  going,' 


!1    'I 
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Indeed,  it  seemed  as  if  Mrs    W.^ 
after  a  refinpri  fo  i  •  Woods  wa^, 

by  Mr  Won^c     ?        ^'     ^^  "^^^  reinforced 
y  Jvir.  Woods,  who  enunciated    he  .=pm»  -^ 

-      n.  a3,.,i„e    vigour      :^^^^^^ 

inS!  c        'J:'"^   '°   ^°^^rio  would  be  felt 

■"■Whan    hour  .g^ ',  e  t;  L"""'' 

with  MiUv  Ja      I     r  ''^  preoccupied 

'tn  Miily,  and  only  the  charming  back  of  her 

J^ead  was  visible   behind   Mrs.    Woods     He 


'^  i%^  .# 
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took  some  of  the  graciousness  from  his  yield- 
ing, and  a  sense  that  he  was  giving  a  stmnle 
-mportance  to  a  trivial  circumstfnce  ^ 

hostiss'  anT""'r  "'  '""''"^  '''"-'^  '°  ^- 
the  IT;  ,  T  "^  '  "'"'■^  ^«^"^-d  tour  of 
the  grounds,  for  a  while  diverted  him  from 
an  uneasy  consideration  of  his  oa.t  ;.T 
Mr<:  \\r^  J  L  ,  .  '  "'  "'s  past  interview. 
Mrs  Woods  had  known  Verba  through  the 
school  friendship  of  Milly,  and,  as  far  as  the 
religious  rules  of  the  convent  w;uld  dW  ha, 

a^^^;  been  d,,^hted  to  show  her  any 'hos- 
pitality She  was  a  beautiful  girl_did  not 
Mr.  Hathaway  think  so  .^-and  a  girl  of  grea 
character.  It  was  a  pity,  of  court,  that^she 
had  never  known  a  mother's  care,  and  that  he 
presentroutneofaboarding-schoolhadusrped 

radlffrthl  -7^  "  ™'''""  «f  guardianship 
frLnd  tn  f  ^'■'""'">'  "''^--  ^°"nselling 
Se  on  '  ^'"'Ir'P^'  P-haps.  Colonel 
2f  '   ^"^  "''"'^  '^^'  Mrs.  Woods    did 

not  for  a  moment  doubt  that  the  Colonel  migt^ 
be  a  good  fnend  and  a  pleasant  compani^  o 
»«««,  really  he  Mr  u^.u  '-"^■"panion  of 

"y  ne.  Mr.  Hathaway,  must  admit  that. 


i^W 
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With  hi.s  reputation  and  liabits.  he  was  hardly  a 
fit  associate  for  a  young  lady.  Indeed.  Mr. 
Woods  would  never  have  allowed  Miliy  to 
:nvue  Verba  here  if  Colonel  Pendleton  wi  to 
have  been  her  escort.     Of  course,   the  poor 

should  be  h.s  n,eces  company.     Perhaps  Mr. 
Woods  was  prejudiced-most  men  were-yet 

of  Colonel  Pendleton's,  must  admit  that  when 
«t  was  an  open  scandal  that  the  Colonel  had 
fought  a  duel  about  a  notoriously  common 
woman,  and  even  blasphemously  defended  he^ 

asM^w'T^'r."'^"""-''-^^'^'-^'^^'-. 
as  Mr.  Woods  sa.d,  that  he  should  be  remanded 

to    their    company    exclusively.      No-     Mrs 

Woods  could  not  admit  that  this  was  o;ing  to 

he  ,njust.ce  of  her  own  sex !     Men  are  real  y 

the  ones  who  make  the  fuss  over  those  things 

rei:;:^N'^^-""''^^-^^-"'^"-.-de 

her  husband  had  just  agreed,  that  Mr.  Hatha- 
way, of  all  the  guardians,  could  not  have  been 
always  the  help  and  counselior-in   fact.  tZ 
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elder  brother-of  poor  Verba!  Paul  was  con- 
scious that  he  winced  slighdy.  consistently  and 
conscientiously,  at  the  recollection  of  certain 
passages  of  his  youth;  inconsistently  and 
meanly,  at  this  suggestion  of  a  joint  relation- 
ship with  Yerba's  mother. 

'I  think,  too,"  continued  Mrs.  Woods,  'she 
h-s  worried  foolishly  about  this  ridiculous 
mystery  of  ner  parentage— as  if  it  could  make 
the  slightest  difference  to  a  girl  with  a  quarter 
of  a  million,  or  as  if  that  didn't  show  quite 
conclusively  that  she  was  somebody ! ' 

'  Certainly,'  said  Paul,  quickly,  with  a  relief 
that  he  nevertheless  felt  was  ridiculous. 

'  And,  of  course,  I  dare  say  it  will  all  come 
out  when  she  is  of  age.     I  suppose  you  know 
if  any  of  the  family  are  still  living  ? ' 
•  I  really  do  not.' 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,'  said  Mrs.  Woods,  with 
a  smile,  '  I  forgot  it's  a  profound  secret  until 
then.  But  here  we  are  at  the  house ;  I  see 
the  girls  have  walked  over  to  our  neighbours' 
Perhaps  you  would  like  to  have  a  few  moments 
to  yourself  before  you  dress  for  dinner,  and 
your  portmanteau,  which   has  been  sent  for, 
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comes  from  your  hotel.     You  must  be  tired  of 

seeing  so  many  people.' 

Paul  was  glad   to  accept  any  excuse  for 

bemg  alone,  and,  th  inking  his  hostess,  followed 

a  servant  to  his  room-a  low-ceilinged  but 
luxuriously  furnished  apartment  on  the  first 
floor.  Here  he  threw  himself  on  a  cushioned 
lounge  that  filled  the  angle  of  the  deep  embra- 
sure-the  thickness  of  the  old  adobe  walls- 
that    formed    a    part  of   the  wooden-latticed 

filled  the  room  with  its  subtle,  inloxicatinc. 
perfume.  t  was  so  strong,  and  he  felt  himseff 
so  irresistibly  overpowered  and  impelled  towards 
a  merely  idle  reverie,  that,  in  order  to  think 
more  clearly  and  shut  out  some  strange  and 
unrea.on„,g  enthralment  of  his  senses,  he  rose 
and  sharply  closed  the  window  Then  he  sat 
down  and  reflected. 

What  was  he  doing  here.?  and  what  was 
he  meaning  pf  all  this  }  He  had  come  simply 
to  fulfil  a  duty  to  his  past,  and  please  a  helpless 
and  misunderstood  old  acquaintance.  He  had 
performed  that  duty.  But  he  had  incidentally 
learned  a  certain  fact  that  might  be  important 
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to  this  friend,  and  clearly  his  duty  was  simply 
to  go  back  and  report  it.     He  would  g^^ 


He  sharply  closed  the  window 


nothmg  more  .n  the  way  of  corroboration  of  it 
by  staymg  now,  if  further  corroboration  were 
required.     Colonel  Pendleton  had  already  been 
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uselessly  and  absurdly  perplexed  about  the 
possible  discovery  of  the  girl's  parentage,  and 
its  effect  upon  her  fortunes  and  herself.  She 
had  just  settled  that  of  her  own  accord,  and, 
without  committing  herself  or  others,  had 
suggested  a  really  sensible  plan  by  which  all 
trouble  would  be  avoided  in  future.  That  was 
the  common-sense  way  of  looking  at  it.  He 
would  lay  the  plan  before  the  Colonel,  have 
him  judge  of  its  expediency  and  its  ethics— 
and  even  the  question  whether  she  already 
knew  the  real  truth,  or  was  self  deceived.  That 
done,  he  would  return  to  his  own  affairs  in 
Sacramento.  There  was  nothing  difficult  in 
this,  or  that  need  worry  him,  only  he  could 
have  done  it  just  as  well  an  hour  ago. 

He  opened  the  window  again.  The  scent 
of  the  jessamine  came  in  as  before,  but  mingled 
with  the  cooler  breath  of  the  roses.  There 
was  nothing  intoxicating  or  unreal  in  it  now  ; 
rather  it  seemed  a  gentle  aromatic  stimulant— 
of^thought.  Long  shadows  of  unseen  poplars 
beyond  barred  the  garden  lanes  and  alleys  with 
bands  of  black  and  yellow.  A  slanting  pencil 
of  sunshine  through  the  trees  was  for  a  moment 
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focussed  on  a  bed  of  waxen  callas  before  a 
hedge  of  ceanothus,  and  struck  into  dazzling 
relief  the  cold  white  chahces  of  the  flowers  and 
the  v.v,d  shining  green  of  their  background. 
Presently  ,tsh-d  beyond  to  a  tiny  fountain, 

outorlT.''  ""^™8^ht  a  blinding  miracle 
out  of  us  flashmg  and  leaping  spray.    Yet  even 
as  he  ^ed  the  fountain  seemed  to  vanish 
slowly,  the  sunbeam  slipped  on,  and  beyond  it 
moved  the  shimmer  of  white  and  yellow  dresses. 
It  was  Verba  and  Milly  returning  to  the  house. 
Well,  he  would  not  interrupt  his  reflections  by 
Idly  watchmg  them  ;  he  would,  probably,  see  a 
great  deal  of  Verba  that  evening,  and  by  that 
time  he  would  have  come  to  some  conclusion 
in  regard  to  her. 

But  he  had  not  taken  into  consideration 
her  voice,  which,  always  musical  in  its  Southern 
intonation  and  quite  audible  in  thequiet  garden 
struck  ^^no^^s  being  full  of  joyous  sweet^ 
ness.  Well,  she  was  certainly  very  happy-or 
veiy  thoughtless.  She  was  actually  romping 
with  Milly,  and  was  now  evidently  being  chLd 
down  the  rose-alley  by  that  volatile  young 
woman.     Then  these  swift  Camillas  apparently 
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neared  the  house,  there  was  the  rapid  rustle 
of  skirts,  the  skurrying  of  little  feet  on  the 
verandah,  a  stumble,  a  mouse-like  shriek  from 
Milly,  and  her  voice,  exhausted,  dying,  happy, 
broken  with  half-hushed  laughter,  rose  to  him 
on  the  breath  of  the  jessamine  and  rose. 

Surely  she  was  a  child,  and,  if  a  child,  how 
he  had  misjudged  her!  What  if  all  that  he 
had  believed  was  mature  deliberation  was  only 
the  innocent  imaginings  of  a  romantic  girl,  all 
that  he  had  taken  seriously  only  a  schoolgirl's 
foolish  dream !  Instead  of  combating  it,  in- 
stead of  reasoning  with  her,  instead  of  trying 
to  interest  her  in  other  things,  he  had  even 
helped  on  her  illusions.  He  had  treated  her 
as  if  the  taint  of  her  mother's  worldliness  and 
knowledge  of  evil  was  in  her  pure  young  flesh. 
He  had  recognised  her  as  the  daughter  of  an 
adventuress,  and  not  as  his  ward,  appealing  to 
his  chivalry;  through  her  very  ignorance— it 
might  be  her  very  childish  vanity.  He  had 
brought  to  a  question  of  tender  and  pathetic 
interest  only  his  selfish  opinion  of  the  world  and 
the  weaknesses  of  mankind.  The  blood  came 
to  his  cheeks— with  all  his  experienced  self- 
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control,  he  had  not  lost  the  youthful  trick  of 
blushing— and  he  turned  away  fiom  the  window 
as  if  it  had  breathed  a  reproach. 

But  ought  he  have  even  contented  himself 
with  destroying  her  illusions—ought  he  not 
have  gone  further  and  told  her  the. whole 
truth  ?  Ought  he  not  first  have  won  her  con- 
fidence—he remembered  bitterly,  now,  how  she 
had  intimated  that  she  had  no  one  to  confide 
in— and,  after  revealing  her  mother's  history, 
have  still  pledged  himself  to  keep  the  secret 
from  all  others,  and  assisted  her  in  her  plan  ? 
It  would  not  have  altered  the  state  of  affairs, 
except  so  far  as  she  was  concerned :  they  could 
have  combined  together,  his  ready  wit  would 
have  helped  him,  and  his  sympathy  would  have 

sustained  her ;  but 

How  and  in  what  way  could  he  have  told 
her?  Leaving  out  the  delicate  and  difficult 
periphrase  by  which  her  mother's  shame  would 
have  to  be  explained  to  an  innocent  schoolgiri 
—what  right  could  he  have  assumed  to  tell  it  ? 
As  the  guardian  who  had  never  counselled  or 
protected  her  ?  As  an  acquaintance  of  hardly 
an  hour  ago  ?    Who  would  have  such  a  right  ? 
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A  lover-on  whose  lips  it  would  only  seem  a 
tacit  appeal  to  her  gratitude  or  her  fears,  and 
whom  no  sensitive  girl  could  accept  thereafter? 
No.  A  husband  ?  Yes !  -  He  remembered 
with  a  sudden  start  what  Pendleton  had  said 
to  him.  Good  heavens  !  Had  Pendleton  that 
Idea  in  his  mind?  And  yet_it  seemed  the 
only  solution. 

A  knock  at  his  door  was  followed  by  the 
appearance  of  Mr.  Woods.     Mr.  Hathaway's 
portmanteau  had  come,  and  Mrs.  Woods  had 
sent  a  message,  saying  that  in   view  of  the 
limited  time  that  Mr.  Hathaway  would  have 
with  his  ward,  Mrs.  Woods  would  forego  her 
right  to  keep  him  at  her  side  at  dinner,  and 
yield  her  place  to  Verba.     Paul  thanked  him 
with  a  grave  inward  smile.     What  if  he  made 
his  dramatic  disclosure  to    her  confidentially 
over  the  soup  and  fish  ?     Yet,  in  his  constantly 
recurring  conviction  of  the  girl's  independence, 
he  made  no  doubt  she  would  have  met  his 
brutality  with  unflinching  pride  and  self-posses- 
sion.     He  began   to  dress   slowly,   at  times 
almost  forgetting  himself  in  a  new  kind  of 
pleasant  apathy,  which  he  attributed  to  the 
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odour  of  the  flowers,  and  the  softer  hush  of 
twilight  that  had  come  on  with  the  dying  away 
of  the  trade  winds,  and  the  restful  spice  of  the 
bay-trees  near  his  window.    He  presently  found 
himself  not  so  much  thinking  of  Verba  as  seeing- 
her.     A  picture  of  her  in  the  summer-house 
caressing  her  cheek  with  the  roses  seemed  to 
stand  out  from  the  shadows  of  the  blank  wall 
opposite  him.     When  he  passed  into  the  dress- 
mg-room  beyond,  it  was  not  his  own  face  he 
saw  in  the  glass,  but  hers.     It  was  with  a  start, 
as  if  he  had  heard /^^  voice,  that  he  found  upon 
his  dressing-table   a  small  vase   containing  a 
flower  for  his  coat,  with  the  pencilled  wonls 
on  a  card  in  a  schoolgirl's  hand,  '  From  Verba, 
with  thanks  for  staying.'     It  must  have  been 
placed  there  by  a  servant  while  he  was  musing 
at  the  window. 

Half  a  dozen  people  were  already  in  the 
rawing-room  when  Paul  descended.  It  ap- 
peared that  Mr.  Woods  had  invited  certain  of 
his  neighbours— among  them  a  Judge  Baker 
and  his  wife,  and  Don  Caesar  Briones,  of  the 
adjacent  Rancho  of  Los  Pajaros,  and  his  sister 
the  Doila  Anna.     Milly  and  Verba  had  not  yet 
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appeared.      Don  Caesar,  a  young  man  of  a 
toreador    build,    roundly  bland    in    face   and 


A  cud  in  a  achoolgirl's  hand 

murky  in  eye,  seemed  to  notice  their  absence, 
and  kept  his  glances  towards  the  door,  while 
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Paul  engaged  in  conversa  ion  with  L-.fia  Anna 
—if  that  word  could  con ,  cv  an  im  .ression  of 
a  conventionality  which  tnac  gocd-humoured 
young  lady  converted  into  an  animated  flirta- 
tion at  the  second  sentence  with  a  single  glance 
and  two  shakes  of  her  fan.  And  then  Milly 
fluttered  in— a  vision  of  schoolgirl  freshness 
and  white  tulle,  and  a  moment  later— with  a 
pauseof  expectation— a  tall,  graceful  figure,  that 
at  first  Paul  scarcely  recognised. 

It  is  a  popular  conceit  of  our  sex  that  ws 
are  superio:  to  any  effect  of  feminine  adorn- 
ment, and  that  a  pretty  girl  is  equally  pretty  in 
the  simplest  frock.  Yet  there  was  not  a  man 
in  the  room  who  did  not  believe  that  Verba  in 
her  present  attire  was  not  only  far  prettier  than 
before,  but  that  she  indicated  a  new  and  more 
delicate  form  of  beauty.  It  was  not  the  mere 
revelation  of  contour  and  colour  of  an  ordinary 
dicolleti  dress,  it  was  a  perfect  presentment  of 
pure  symmetry  and  carriage.  In  this  black 
grenadine  dress,  trimmed  with  jet,  not  only  was 
the  delicate  satin  sheen  of  her  skin  made  clearer 
by  contrast,  but  she  looked  every  inch  her  full 
height,  with  an  ideal  exaltation  of  breeding  and 
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culture.     She  wore  no  jewellery  except  a  small 
necklace  of  pearls-so  small  it  might  have  been 
a  child  s-that    fitted    her    slender  throat  so 
tightly  that  it  could  scarcely  be  told  from  the 
h.ch  that  it  clasped.     Paul  did  not  know  that 
It  was  the  gift  of  the  mother  to  the  child  that 
she  had  forsworn  only  a  few  weeks  before  she 
parted  from  her  for  ever ;  but  he  had  a  vague 
feehng  that,  in  that  sable  dress  that  seemed 
like  mournmg.  she  walked  at  the  funeral  of  her 
mothers  past     A  few  white  flowers  in  her 
corsage,  the  companions  of  the  solitary  one  in 
his  button-hole,  were  the  only  relief 

Their  eyes  met  for  a  single  moment,  the 

ook  of  adm.rat,on  m  Paul's  being  answered  by 

he  naive  consciousness  in  Yerba's  of  a  woman 

looking  her  best;   but  the  next  moment  she 

appeared  preoccupied  with  the  others,  and  the 

eager  advances  of  Don  Casar. 

'  Your  brother  seems  to  admire  Miss  Yerba  " 
said  Paul. 

'Ah,  ye-es,'  returned  Dofia  Anna.     'And 

'Oh! 'said  Paul,  gaily.    '/.?  /am  herguar- 
dian-with  me  it  is  simple  egotism,  you  know.' 
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•  Ah !  •  returned  the  arch  Dofia  Anna,  '  you 
are  then  already  so  certain  of  her  ?  Good !  I 
shaHwarrrhim.'  

A  precaution  that  did  seem  necessary ;  as 
later,  when  Paul,  at  a  signal  from  his  hostess, 
offered  his  arm  to  Verba,  the  young  Spaniard 
regarded  him  with  a  look  of  starded  curiosity. 

'  I  thank  you  for  selecting  me  to  wear  your 
colours,'  said  Paul,  with  a  glance  at  the  flowers 
in  her  corsage,  as  they  sat  at  table,  'and  I  think 
I  deserve  them,  since,  but  for  you,  I  should  be 
on  my  way  to  San  Francisco  at  this  moment, 
bhall  I  have  an  opportunity  of  talking  to  you  a 
few  moments  later  in  the  evening .?'  he  added 
in  a  lower  tone.  ' 

'Why  not  now.?'  returned  Verba,  mis- 
chievously.  'We  are  set  here  expressly  for 
that  purpose.' 

-Surely  not  to  talk  of  our  own  business-I 
should  say,  of  our  /amiiy  affairs,'  said  Paul 
looking  at  her  with  equal  playfulness;  'though 
I  beheve  your  friend  Don  Cssar,  opposite, 
would  be  more  pleased  if  he  were  sure  that  was 
all  we  did.' 

'  And  you  think  his  sister  would  share  in 


"4  A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE 

that  pleasure,'  retorted  Verba.  '  I  warn  you. 
Mr.  Hathaway,  that  you  have  been  quite  justify- 
ing the  Reverend  Mother's  doubts  about  your 
venerable  pretensions.  Everybody  is  staring 
at  you  now.' 

Paul  looked  up  mechanically.     It  was  true. 
Whether  from  some  occult  sympathy,  from  a 
human  tendency  to  admire  obvious  fitness  and 
symmetry,  or  the  innocent  love  with  which  the 
world  regards  youthful   lovers,  they  were  all 
observing  Verba  and  himself  with  undisguised 
attention.     A  good  talker,  he  quickly  led  the 
conversation  to  other  topics.     It  was  then  that 
he  discovered  that  Verba  was  not  only  accom- 
plished,  but   that   this   convent-bred  girl  had 
acquired  a  singular  breadth  of  knowledge  apart 
from  the  ordinary  routine  of  the  school  curri- 
culum.     She  spoke  and   thought  with   inde- 
pendent perceptions  and  clearness,  yet  without 
the  tactlessness  and  masculine  abruptness  that 
is  apt  to  detract  from  feminine  originality  of 
reflection.     By  some  tacit  understanding  that 
had  the  charm  of  mutual  confidence  they  both 
exerted  themselves  to  please  the  company  rather 
than  each  other,  and  Paul,  in  the  interchange  of 
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sallies  with  Dofia  Anna,  had  a  certain  pleasure 
in  hearing  Verba  converse  in  Spanish  with  Don 
Caesar.     But  in  a  few  moments  he  observed, 
with  some  uneasiness,  that  they  were  talking 
of  the  old  Spanish  occupation,  and  presently 
of  the  old  Spanish  families.     Would  she  pre- 
maturely expose  an   ignorance  that  might  b- 
hereafter   remembered   against   her,    or   invite 
some  dreadful   genealogical   reminiscence  that 
would  destroy  her  hopes  and  raze  her  Spanish 
castles  }    Or  was  she  simply  collecting  informa- 
tion }    He  admired  the  dexterity  with  which, 
without   committing    herself,    she    made    Don 
Cffisar  openly  and  even  confidentially  communi- 
cative.    And  yet  he  was  on  thorns  :  at  times  it 
seemed  as  if  he  himself  were  playing  a  part  in 
this  imposture  of  Yerba's.     He  was  aware  that 
his  wandering  attention   was   noticed   by  the 
quick-witted  Dofla  Anna,  when  he  regained  his 
self-possession  by  what  appeared  to  be  a  happy 
diversion.      It  was   the  voice   of  Mrs.   Judge 
Baker  calling  across  the  table  to  Verba.     By 
one  of  the  peculiar  accidents  of  general  con- 
versation, it  was  the  one  apparently  trivial  re- 
mark that  in  a  pause  challenged  the  ears  of  all. 
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YerlT'  ''"'"  ^"^""""^  ''°"''  "^*='''^'^«'   Miss 

tnroat  of  the  handsome  P-irl      Ti,» 

so  natural.  ^'"^  &"•'.     The  excuse  was 

.tT'^-    ,^°"^''"J°'^'"g.  Mrs.  Baker.     I  know 
Ind  'f:y^^'  •'-  't  is  a  child's  necklace 
an<i^Ijearu  because  it  was  a  girt  from  my 

It  ^Sll^r'  ''"^  '^'"  ^'"^  ^consternation, 
d  sZ,  "' '""'  ^'^^^  '^^  ^^d  heard  the  girl 
d^tmcly  connect  herself  with  her  actual  moth^er, 

gottero";"'T'1'''"  ^^^"'^'^  -  '''^^^-^ 
ara?rL'r''^^-"-^-^-^en 

Baa"lCt:^C;^i^.~Mrs. 
E  ven^body  naturally  looked  inquiringly  upon 

reto^;:L,?^^^^'--^'''efore;me„ 

bland^"^°"  Z'  ^'"  ^"'■^^•'  ^'d  the  Judge       ' 
blandly,  'would  you  mind  showing  it  to  me Tf 
't  IS  not  too  much  trouble  ? ' 
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'  Not  at  all;  said  Verba,  smiling,  and  de- 
taching the  circlet  from  her  neck.  •  I'm  afraid 
you'll  find  it  rather  old-fashioned.' 

'  That's  just  what  I  hope  to  find  it,'  said 
Judge  Baker,  with  a  triumphant  glance  at  his 
wife.  '  It  was  eight  years  ago  when  I  saw  it 
m  Tucker's  jewellery  shop.  I  wanted  to  buy  it 
for  my  little  Minnie,  but  as  the  price  was  steep 
I  hesitated,  and  when  I  did  make  up  my  mind 
he  had  disposed  of  it  to  another  customer. 
Yes,'  he  added,  examining  the  necklace  that 
Verba  had  handed  to  him,  '  I  am  certain  it  is 
the  same  ;  it  was  unique,  like  this.  Odd,  isn't 
it.-" 

Everybody  said  it  was  odd,  and  looked  upon 
the  occurrence  with  that  unreasoning  satisfaction 
with  which  average  humanity  receives  the  most 
trivial  and  unmeaning  coincidences.  It  was  left 
to  Don  Caesar  to  give  it  a  gallant  application. 

'  I  have  not-a  the  pleasure  of  knowing-a  the 
Miss  Minnie,  but  the  jewellery,  when  she 
arrives,  to  the  throat-a  of  Miss  Verba,  she  has 
not  lost  the  value— the  beauty— the  charm  ' 

'  No,'  said  Woods,  cheerily.  •  The  fact  is, 
Baker,  you  were  too  slow.     Miss  Verba's  folks 
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gobbled  up  the  necklace  while  you  were  thinking. 
You  were  a  new  comer.  Old  'forty-niners' 
did  not  hesitate  over  a  thing  they  wanted. 

'  You  never  knew  who  was  your  successful 
rival,  eh?'  said  Dofia  Anna,  turning  to  Judge 
Baker  with  a  curious  glance  at  Paul's  pale  face 
in  passing. 

'No,'   said   Baker,    'but' he  stopped 

with  a  hesitating  laugh  and  some  little  confusion. 
'No,  I've  mixed  it  up  with  something  else. 
It's  so  long  ago.  '  I  never  knew,  or  if  I  did 
I've  forgotten.  But  the  necklace  I  remember.' 
He  handed  it  back  to  Yerba  with  a  bow,  and 
the  incident  ended. 

Paul  had  not  looked  at  Yerba  during  this 
conversation,  an   unreasoning  instinct  that  he 
might  confuse  her,  an  equally  unreasoning  dread 
that  he  might  see  her  confused    by  others, 
possessing  him.     And  when  he  did  glance  at 
her  calm,  untroubled  face,  that  seemed  only  a 
little  surprised  at  his  own  singular  coldness,  he 
was  by  no  means  relieved.     He  was  only  con- 
vinced of  one  thing.     In  the  last  live  minutes 
he  had  settled  upon  the  irrevocable  determina- 
tion that  his  present  relations  with  the  girl  could 
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exposure  at  any  momeni.  either  through  her 
o  tel  :  T'°"'  '^^  ^^^  ^^-"y  -able  to 

stLtr''  ^^^^^'  ^-  ^^^-'  - 

attributed  h.s  s.lence  to  some  jealousy  of  Don 
C^^ars  attentions  she  .ore  than  once  turned 

sm^e.  In  h.s  anx.ety,  he  half-accepted  the 
rather  hum.hating  suggestion,  and  managed  to 
say  to  her,  in  a  lower  tono-  .  ^ 

'  On  this  last  visit  of  your  American  guardian 

h.lf'^f/'  ^""^  guardian,' he  went  on,  with 
half-veiled  seriousness,    I  protest  against  yot 
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allowing  your  treasures,  the  property  of  the 
Trust,'  he  gazed  directly  into  her  beautiful  eyes, 
'  being  handled  and  commented  upon  by  every- 
body.' 

When  the  ladies  hac'  left  the  table,  he  was. 
for  a  moment,  relieved.  But  only  for  a  moment. 
Judge  Baker  drew  his  chair  beside  Paul's,  and 
taking  his  cigar  from  his  lips,  said,  with  a  per- 
functory laugh — 

'  I  say,  Hathaway,  I  nulled  up  just  in  time 
to  save  myself  from  milling  an  awful  speech, 
just  now,  to  your  ward.' 

Paul  looked  at  him  with  cold  curiosity. 
'  Yes.     Gad !     Do  you  know  who  was  my 
rival  in  that  necklace  transaction  ? ' 

'  No,'  said  Paul,  with  frigid  carelessness. 
'Why,    Kate   Howard!     Fact,   Sir.      She 
bought  it  right  under  my  nose— and  overbid  me, 
too.' 

Paul  did  not  lose  his  self-possession. 
Thanks  to  the  fact  that  Verba  was  not  present, 
and  that  Don  Caesar,  who  had  overheard  the 
speech,  moved  forward  with  a  suggestive  and 
unpleasant  smile,  his  agitation  congealed  into  a 
coldly  placid  fury. 
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'And  I  suppose,'  he  returned,  with  perfect 
calmness,  •  that,  after  the  usual  habit  of  this  class 
of  women,  the  necklace  very  soon  found  its  way 
back,  through  the  pawnbroker,  to  the  jeweller 
agam.     It's  a  common  fate.' 

'  Yes,  of  course,'  said  Judge  Baker,  cheer- 
luJly.  'You're  quite  right.  That's  undoubtedly 
the  solution  of  it.  But,'  with  a  laugh,  '  I  had  a 
narrow  escape  from  saying  something— eh  } ' 

•A  very  narrow  escape  from  an  apparently 
gratuitous  insult,'  said  Paul,  gravely,  but  fixing 
his  eyes,  now  more  luminous  than  ever  with 
anger,  not  on  the  speaker,  but  on  the  face  of 
Uon    Cssar,    who   was   standing  at   his   side. 

You  were  about  to  say ' 

'Eh-oh-ah!  this  Kate  Howard.?  So' 
I  have  heard  of  her-yees!  And  Miss  Yerba 
—ah— she  is  of  my  country— I  think.  Yes— 
we  shall  claim  her— of  a  truth— yes.' 

'Your  countrymen,  I  believe,  are  in  the 
habit  of  making  claims  that  are  more  often 
founded  on  profit  than  verity,'  said  Paul,  with 
smileless  and  insulting  deliberation.  He  knew 
perfectly  what  he  was  saying,  and  the  result  he 
expected.     Only  twenty-four  hours  before  he 
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had  smiled  at   Pendleton's  idea    of  averting 
scandal  and  discovery  by  fighting,  yet  he 


was 


He  was  endeavouring  .o  pick  a  quarrel  with  a  man  merely  on  suspicion 

endeavouring  to  pick  a  quarrel  with  a  man 
merely  on  suspicion,  for  the  same  purpose,  and 
he  saw  nothing  strange  in  it    A  vague  idea. 
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too,  that  this  would  irrevocably  confirm  him  in 
oppos.^n  to  Yerha.  illusions  prohahly^r 

But  Don  Caesar,  albeit  smiling  Hvidly  did 
not  seem  inclined  to  pick  up  the  gaun2' and 
Woods  mterfered  hastily.     -Don  Lar  means 

at  your  ward  has  some  idea  herself  thatThe 
of  Spanish  ongm-at  least,  Milly  says  so.     But 
oWse.asoneoftheoldest  trustees. ^.« know 

In  another  moment  Paul  would  have  com 
-tted  himself.      'I   think  we'll    leavT  m"s" 
Verba  out  of  the  question.'  he  said   coWlJ 
My  remark  was  a  general  one.  though,   If 
course.^.,  responsible  for  anypersonafappli. 

'Spoken  like  a  politician,  Hathaway  said 
Judge  Bake,  with  an  effusive  enthusiasm'whrch 
he  hoped  would  atone  for  the  alarming  resaits 
of  h.s  mfehcKous  speech.  <  That's  righ^  gentle 
-en  -  You  can't  get  the  facts  from  lim^e 
he. s  ready  to  give  them  Keep  your  secret! 
Mr.  Hathaway,  the  Court  is  with  you  ' 

Nevertheless,   as   they  passed  out  of  the 
room  to  jom  the  ladies,  the  Mayor  lingered  a 
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little  behind  with  Woods.  It's  easy  to  see  the  in- 
fluence of  that  Pendleton  on  our  young  friend,'  he 
said  significantly.  '  Somebody  ought  to  tell  him 
that  it's  played  out  down  here— as  Pendleton 
is.     It's  quite  enough  to  ruin  his  career.' 

Paul  was  too  observant  not  to  notice  this, 
but  it  brought  him  no  sense  of  remorse ;  and 
his  youthful  belief  in  himself  and  his  power  kept 
him  from  concern.     He  felt  as  if  he  had  done 
something,  if  only  to  show  Don  C^sar  that  the 
girl's  weakness  or  ignorance  could  not  be  traded 
upon  with  impunity.    But  he  was  still  undecided 
as  to  the  course  he  should  pursue.     But  he 
should  determine  that   to-night.     At  present 
there  seemed  no  chance  of  talking  to  her  alone 
— she  was  unconcernedly  conversing  with  Milly 
and  Mrs.  Woods,  and  already  the  visitors  who 
had  been  invited  to  this  hurried  levSe  in  his 
honour  were  arriving.    In  view  of  his  late  indis- 
cretion, he  nervously  exerted  his  fullest  powers, 
and  in  a  ver-  few  minutes  was  surrounded  by  a 
breathless  and  admiring  group  of  worshippers. 
A  ludicrous  resemblance  to  the  scene  in  the 
Golden  Gate  Hotel  passed  through  his  mind  ; 
he  involuntarily  turned  his  eyes  to  seek  Verba 
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in  the  hal'-fear,  half-expectation  of  meeting  her 
mischievous  smile.     Their  glances  met ;  to  his 
surprise  hers  was  smileless,  and  instantly  with- 
drawn, but  not  until  he  had  been  thrilled  by  an 
unconscious  prepossession  in  its  luminous  depths 
that  he  scarcely  dared  to  dwell  upon.     What 
mattered  now  his  passage  with  Don  Cccsaror  the 
plaudits  of  his  friends  ?    She  was  proud  of  him ! 
Yet,   after  that  glance  she  was  shy,  pre- 
occupying herself  with  Milly,  or  even  listening 
sweetly  to  Judge  Baker's  somewhat  practical  and 
unromantic  reminiscences  of  the  deprivations 
and  the  hardships  of  Californian  early  days,  as 
if   to  condone  his  past  infelicity.      She  was 
pleasantly  unaffected  with  Don  Caesar,  although 
she  managed  to  draw  Dofla  Anna  into  the  con- 
versation ;  she  was  unconventional,  Paul  fancied, 
to  all  but  himself.     Once  or  twice,  when  he  had 
artfully  drawn  her  towards  the  open  French 
windows  that  led  to  the  moonlit  garden  and 
shadowed  verandah,  she  had  managed  to  link 
Milly's  arm  in  her  own,  and  he  was  confident 
that  a  suggestion  to  stroll  with  him  in  the  open 
air  would  be  followed  by  her  invitation  to  Milly 
to  accompany  them.     Disappointed  and  mor- 
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tified  as  he  was,  he  found  some  solace  in  K 
-nner.  which  he  still  believed  suggest  d  th" 
hope  that  she  might  be  made  accesSb L    o  W 
persuas^ons.     Persuasions  to  what  P    He^  di'd 

The  last  guest  had  departed;  he  lingered 

rn^"l,        ,     """""'"S-     "=  still  stayed  on 
;«  th,s  hope  fo,  half  a„  hour,  and  d,e„  Lce^, 
J  Yerba's  continued  absence  as  a  tS'.S" 
of  h,s  request,  he  turned  abn^ptly  awav     b!, 

»l-l.»hichheh      oE^JtthT"" 
ceanothua  hedge,  and  whichTad      fa  .h'S 

=-X!\o"::th;r;.rr' 

''■■Pp-.f.^theho.e^idll*-;''^™ 


/ 
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there?     With  a  muttered  exclamation  at  his 
stupidity  he  stepped  hastily  from  the  verandah 


He  lingered  on  the  verandah  with  a  cigu 


and  w>>lked  towards  it.     But  he  had  scarcely 
proceeded  a  dozen  yards  before  it  disappeared 


w.-in. 
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He  reached  the  summer-house-it  was  empty  • 
he   followed  the  line  of  hedee_no  on. 
therp      If  ^^  ij  .      "™se    no  one  was 

there      It  could  not  have   been  her,  or  she 
would  have  waited-unless  he  were  the  victim 
of  a  practical  joke.      He  turned   .-mrT.       , 
back  to  thehouie,  r.-^^Z^::^^ 
by  the  French  window,  and  was  crossing  th" 
half-ht    apartment,   when    he  heard    a   slight 
rustle  m  the  shadow  of  the  window.    He  looked 
around  quickly,  and  saw  that  it  was  Verba,  n 
a  white  loose  gown,  for  which  she  had  already 
exchanged  her  black  evening  dress,   leajj 
back  composedly  on  the  sofa,  her  hands  clasped 
behmd  her  shapely  head.  ^ 

•I  am  waiting  for  Milly,'  she  said,  with 
a  famt  sm.le  on  her  lips.  He  fancied,  in  the 
moonhght  that  streamed  upon  her,  that  her 
beaufful  face  was  pale.  '  She  has  gone  to  the 
o  her  wmg  to  see  one  of  the  servants  who  is 

Iw  Tf'  y°"  ^"'■^  °"  '^^  ^^••^ndah 

smokmg  and  I  should  have  company,  until  I 
saw  you  start  off,  and  rush  up  and  Lwn  the 
hedge  like  mad.' 

Paul  felt  that  he  was  losing  his  self-pos- 
session,  and  becoming  nervou.  in  her  presence. 
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'  I  thought  it  wasjKW/.'  he  stammered. 
•  Me !  Out  in  the  garden  at  this  hour,  alone, 
and  m  the  broad  moonlight?  What  are  you 
thmkmg  of.  Mr.  Hathaway.?  Do  you  know 
anythmg  of  convent  rules,  or  is  that  your  idea 
of  your  ward's  education  .? ' 

He  fancied  .hat,  though  she  smiled  faintly, 
her  voice  was  as  tremulous  as  his  own. 

'I  want  to  speak  with  you,' he  said,  with 
awkward  directness.  'I  even  thought  of 
askmg  you  to  stroll  with  me  in  the  garden  ' 
_  'Why  not  talk  here  } '  she  returned,  chang- 
ing her  position,  pointing  to  the  other  end  of 
the  sofa,  '  d  drawing  the  whole  overflow  of 
her  skirt  t  .ne  side.  'It  is  not  so  very  U 
and  Milly  will  return  in  a  few  moments.' 

Her   face  was  in   shadow  now.  but  there 
was  a  glow-worm  light  in  her  beautiful  eyes 
that  seemed  faintly  to  illuminate  her  whole 
face.     He  sank  down  on  the  sofa  at  her  side 
no  longer  the  brilliant  and  ambitious  politician' 
but.  It  seemed  to  him,  as  hopelessly  a  dreaming 
inexperienced  boy  as  when  he  had  given  her 
the  name  that  now  was  all  he  could  think  of, 
and  the  only  word  that  rose  to  his  feverish  lips.' 


'Verba!' 

gioss  over  his  first  omission  of  her 

created T    v"  '  "°"''  ^'^'"^  ^^  ^^^^ 

created  u.     You  almost  make  me  -regret  to 

He  stopped !     He  felt  that  the  last  sentence 
had  saved  h,m.     -  It  is  of  that  I  want  to  speak' 
he  broke  out    suddenly  and    almost    nSe,y 
Are  you  satisfied  that  it  means  nothin.  a„d 
can  mean  nothing,  to  you?     Does  it  awaken 

youtobefrankwSme!         ''"''™P'°'-^ 
She  looked  at  him  with  surprise. 
I  have  told  you  already  that  my  present 
name  must  be  some  absurd  blunderer  Sme 
intentional    concealment.      But   whv  do 

want  to  know  «...3hecontinuet'd^-;re; 
faint  smile  to  the  emphasis  ^ 

a.oneT°ToT:iMT''"'"'^-     '^^^''^^^ 

-vheiie^:::dir::s:-;:- 

have  another.     To  ask  you  to  confidetm'" 


4»> 
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to  tell  me  all  you  have  been  told,  all  that  you 
know,  th.nk  you  know,  or  wani  to  know  about 
yourrebfonship  to  the  Arguellos-or  to  any- 
one! And  then  to  devote  myself  entirely  to 
provmg  what  you  shall  say  is  your  desire. 
you  see,  I  am  frank  with  you.  Verba!     I  onlv 

ask  you  to  be  as  frank  with  me :  to  let  me  know 

yourdoubts,  that  I  may  counsel   you;    your 

fears,  that  I  may  give  you  courage.' 

'  Is  that  all  that  you  came  here  to  tell  me  ?' 

she  asked  quietly. 

'No,  Verba,'  he  said  eagerly,  taking  her 
unres,st.ng  but  indifferent  hand,  'not  all-  but 
all  that      must  say,  all  that  I  have  the  right 

0  say,  all  that  you.  Verba,  would  permit  me  to 
telyou«.z..  But  let  me  hope  that  the  day  is 
not  far  distant  when  I  can  tell  you  all  when 
you  will  understand  that  this  silence  has  been 
the  hardest  sacrifice  of  the  man  who  now  speaks 

'And  yet  not  unworthy  of  a  rising  poli- 
tican,  she  added,  quickly  withdrawing  her  hand. 

1  agree,  she  went  on,  looking  towards  the 
door,  yet  without  appearing  to  avoid  his  eager 
eyes,  •  and  when  I  have  settled  upon  "a  local 


I 


'4»         A  iVAUD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE 

allthat  has  passed  is  to  be  considered  "w  th 
out  prejudice  •■! '  *""■ 

him   w  th  f  '  "'"'  '"  '^^"'^  -  '^  ^°'heck 
'      w'th   a    warning  gesture.      'Yes    dear' 
shesaid  suddenly  IrYfmnrj,^  •    ,  ' 

a   m.-e  .,•  ^'       ^  her  musical  voice,  with 

a  mischievous  side-glance  at   Paul    as  if    ! 
indicate    her    conception   of   the  "Lv  L 
possible  application,  .this  way      H  7we '  e 
waiting  for    vou  I '      H».    i-       •  ^'^^ 

detectfdMin;:3teprth7r4Tnd'^^ 
another  moment  that  cheerfufy  Sg  T^Z 
d^screetlystopped  on  the  threshold  of  LrZ:, 
witWy  expression  of  apol^^^^^^^ 

'We    have    finished    our    talk,    and    Mr 
Hathaway  has   been  so  concerned  about  n^v 
having  no  real  name  that  he  has  been  prom  s.^' 
-e  everything,  but  his  own.  for  a  suitabS  one 
Haventyou,  Mr.  Hathaway  i^'Sheroseiwly 


!_.. 


.-  mr^i 


.^^^Sirrffc.^\ 
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and,  going  over  to  Milly,  put  her  arm  around 
her  wa.st   and   stood   for  one  instant  gazing 
at    h.m   between    the   curtains  of   the'door^ 
way.       Good-night.     My  very  proper  chaperon 
.s  dreadfully  shocked  at  this  midnight  inter- 
view and  .s  taking  me  away.     Onl/thinkof 
t,  Mxlly:  he  actually  proposed  to  me  to  walk 
•n  the  garden  with  him!    Gcod-night,  or  as 
my    ancestors-don-t    forget,   „^y    Lestors- 
used  to  say  :  "  Buena  nocke-hasta  manana  /  " ' 
She  hngered  over  the  Spanish  syllables  with 
an  im.tat.on  of  Doi^a  Anna's  lisp,  and  w  th 
another    smile,    but    more     faint  \„d    J^  ' 
ghost-l.ke  than  before,  vanished  with  hereof 
pan.on. 

At  eight  o'clock  the  next  morning   Paul 

was^s.j^.ng  beside  his  ponmanteau^n  the 

'But  this  is  a  sudden  resolution  of  yours 
Hathaway.'  said  Mr.  Woods.  'Can  you  no! 
possibly  wait  for  the  next  train.?    The  II 

wo^ra^r  ''^"'  ^" '-  -"  ^--- 

•I  have  much  to  do-more  than  I  imagined 
-in  San  Francisco  before  I  return,'  said  Paul. 
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^'^Woe, 


I  hope  you  have  had  no  „,ore  words  ^^"^^ 


'I  hope,'  said  Woods  wVi, 


^^ 
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'No,'  said  Paul   wifh  =. 

r^"  of  W,  ,„/,:;„"•>  ^^- .ha,  ab»,d 
night  and  wondered  ir  =„,!,  j  "=  '"' 

^   in.endo™.l.      ,    L?7t^^>":'»'"  <l>i"t  i< 
»PH.  that  was  all      I  I"    "   "*=  ■'-<i 

'■■'.».     Harhal-    VoHe    ,*''""^™ 
the  old  time.!  wf,  '   "^  ^members 

"■».«-.  rn, tou Sw"::"'',"'^ i"'" ' 

years  ago.'  °"  '°  '^e  States 

P.u^'rfhei'a    ''f  ""*^^'^-     After  . 
•"n.ed.„l\r*f3*r"P'<>*=d«,r,he 

yo"  a  ghost  here  ?  ■     ^        ""'''•  ^^°»''''  W 
no.'why':™"'""™^'"-"'™-     But, 

;-.^ei'hX;,^,:L?::nr„:'''^>»r' 

I   came  up  to  it    ,>  ^      ^^^n'lg ;  and  when 
appeared.'  '''  "  ""^^^  ""^^countably  dis- 


'vm.'^t 
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'  One  of  Don  Caesar's  servants,  I  dare  sav 
about  here.  I  ve  been  told,  at  all  hours.  I'll 
DrL.r'7  '°  "•    ^^"'  y°"  -"«'  go.  then? 
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CHAPTER  IV 


|T  was  two  months  later 
that  Mr.  Tony  Shear, 
of  Marysville,  but  lately 
confidential  clerk  to  the 
Hon.  Paul  Hathaway, 
entered  his  employers 
chambers  in  Sacra- 
mento, and  handed  the 
latter  a  letter. 

'I    only    got    back 
from     San      Francisco 
c,^,       .,  ,  ^^^^  morning;  but  Mr. 

Slate  said  I  was  to  give  you  that,  and  if  it  satis- 
fied  you  and  was  what  you  wanted,  you  would 
send  It  back  to  him.' 

Paul  took  the  envelope  and  opened  it      It 
contamed  a  printer's  proof-slip,  which  he  hur- 
nedly  glanced  over.     It  read  as  follows  — 
Those  of  our  readers  who  are  familiar  with 


L2 


■*J^. 


148 


^  If^AJi^  OP  THE  GOLDEN  GATE 


^''"""'"""°''"'"*=''-"'--c<...g,„c«,„v„ 


-y  b'«">>(;u  uvcr 

years  m  the  Mayor  of  San  F..     • 

of  our  oldest  citizen,  Z         ^"^"^'^*^°  ^nd  two 


/>m.^' 
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CW?  '  vJ'  7"'''  °' ''^  ^°"-"^  °f  Santa 
Uara.     Very  few,  except  the  original  trustees 

tT  SnTr?'  '^^  ^'  '^^^'^^  ^^ 

fun  t?on    o     the"''"  '^^  '^^^^  ^  --gn-d 

--Lir!^.^-— ::J--- 
™:frt^o:■:h!:S''Tr°"'^'^'^'^^^^^^^^^ 

-ivaiorthe'lplrr— ^^^^^ 
onner^...,,     .„,  ,He  simplicity  ofV  „ 

ofTh     ir  '''"'■  '■"  '^^  ""««^'ed  conditions 

of  th     Mex.can   land-titles  that  followed  the 

01  a  scion  of  one  of  the  oldpsc  r^vc     • 

of  her  infant  daughter  virtually  to  the  City  of 

San  Francisco,  as  represented  by  the  trustees 

P  cified,  until  the  girl  should  be'co.e  oTagl 

W.th.„  a  year,  the  invalid  n,other  died,     wfh 

tl^e  young  lady  who  yesterday  attuned  ht 


ISO 
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majority  is  not  only  one  of  the  richest  landed 
heiresses  on  the  Pacific  Slope,  but  one  of  the 
most  a    o.pn3hed  and  thoro'ughly  educa:;d  o 

cnild  of  Chrysopohs  is  the  Doila  Maria  Cnn 
^c.on  de  A.guel,o  de  ia  Yerba^BTna'Tj 

Sani  ^''"    ^""'^''^^    property  on   the 

island,  now  owned  by  the  Federal  r„  ^"^ 

But  it  is  an  .ff»  .•  ■'^,^^^™  Government 

pari     of  her     ,    ^^         P°''"  '""^"'^  *°  *« 
^T.       ^   f  °P"°"  '^^'  ^he  has  preferred 

he'^ratd  f  f '  ^"^'"'^^  'yP-I  na::rof 
^.ty.  and  has  been  known  to  her  frien^« 
simply  as  •  Miss  Verba  Buena.'     It  wl     T 
Dleasanf  -.nj  .         *^"*-      "  IS  a  no  less 

Pendkton,  d,4  temaining  ,m,Ke.  ^ 

As  »on  as  he  had  finished,  Paul  (ook  . 

•"!.»  hand,  h»s,-,e„,,se,  face  ,„n,ed,„ri 
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the  window.      Whether    the    mer^Iv    t, 
secretary  was  tir^H  «f       ■  •  ^    ''"'"^" 

partisan  c  ,        ^'""^'  "-^  'J^e  devoted 

partisan  saw  something  on  his  young  chiefs 
face  that  disturbed  him.  he  turned'to  Pau  :th 

secretary  had  grafted  upon  his  affection  for  his 
old  associate,  and  said— 

Paul  suned,  recovered  htaself  as  If  fr„„ 

Wrt  ,0  m7  st?.h,„?f    "■'    '^^^'^ 

.>  u,;ii  A  '   ^"'^  '"'"•  and  say  that 

t^wl  doveo^well-with  the  exception  of  the 
lines  I  have  marked  out.     Then  hrTn,,         T 
letter,  and  I  will  add  this  enclosure  ^^dT/  ''' 
call  on  Colonel  Pendleton  > '  ^  ^""^ 

dandy  nigger  of  his  told  me      tLI  i 

graces   that  that  creatnr.  ^'"  ^"'^ 


IST^IMB 


15a 


A  IVARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE 


Why.  S,r !  d d  if  he  didn't  want  to  patron- 

isey.«,  and  allowed  to  me  that  "de  Kernel  " 

Had  a  <;fahideah"  of  you,  "and  thought  you 
a  prom.s.n  young  man."  The  fact  is,  Sir,  the 
Party  IS  making  a  big  mistake  trying  to  give 
votes  to  that  kind  of  cattle-it  would  only  be 
givmg  two  votes  to  the  other  side,  for,  slave  or 
free  they  re  the  chattels  of  their  old  masters. 
And  as   to  the  masters'  gratitude    for  what 

you  ve  done  affecting  a  single  vote  of  their 
rarty— you  re  mistaken.' 

'Colonel  Pendleton  belongs  to  no  Party,' 

saK,Paul,curtly;  -but  ifhis  old  constituent; 
ever  try  to  get  mto  power  again,  they've  lost 
their  only  mdependent  martyr.' 

He  presently  became  abstracted  again,  and 
Shear  produced  from   his  overcoat  pocket  a 
series  of  official-looking  documents. 
'  I've  brought  the  reports,  Sir.' 
'  Eh  .? '  said  Paul,  absently. 
The  secretary  stared.     '  The  reports  of  the 
San  Francisco  Chief  of  Police  that  you  asked 
me  to  get      His  employer  was  certainly  very 
forgetful  u,  ,lay.  '        ' 

'Oh,  yes ;  thank  you.     You  can  lay  them 


A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE  ,53 

on  my  d    k.    j,,  ,„^,  ^,^^  ^^^^  .^  ^^^^.^^^^ 

-rJ^^  ^TT^  disappeared  in  the  adjoining 
•oom    and    Paul    leaned    back  in  his    chair 

hetr  r^/^^'  -  ^-.effected  the  w:;k 
he  had  resolved  upon  when  he  left  Rosario  two 
months  ago  ;  the  article  he  had  just  read,  and 

wh.ch  would  appear  as  an  editoial  in  the  Sn 
Franasco  paper  the  day  after  to-morrow,  was 
he  culmination  of  quietly  persistent  labour. 
mqu.ry,  and  deduction,  and  would  be  accepted 
hereafter  as  authentic  history,  which,  if^o 
thoroughly  established,  at  least  could  not  be 
gamsa.d.      Immediately  on  arriving    at  San 

bed"?"'  ^\   ""f    '^^^'^"^'^    ^°    P-d>«on's 
beds.de,  and  la.d  the  facts  and  his  plan  before 

h.m.    To  h.s  mmgled  astonishment  and  chagrin. 

he  Colone    had  objected  vehemently  to  thi 

saddrngoanybody-soffspringonagLleman 
^ho  couldnt  defend  himself  and  oven  Pauls 
explanafon  that  the  putative  father  was  a 
myth  scarcely  appeased  him.  But  Paul's  timely 
demonstrafon,  by  relating  the  scene  he  had 
witnessed  of  Judge  Baker's  infelicitous  memory 
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that  the  secret  was  likely  to  be  revealed  at  any 
moment  and  that  if  the  girl  continued  to  cling 
to  her  theory,  as  he  feared  she  would,  even  to 
the  parting  with  her  fortune,  they  would  be 
forced  to  accept  it,  or  be  placed  in  the  hideous 
posmon  of  publishing  her  disgrace,  at  last  con- 
vmced  h.n.      On  the  other  hand,  there  was 
less  danger  oi\,^r positive  imposition  being  dis- 
covered than  of  the  vague  and  i^nfositive  Lth 
The  real  danger  lay  in  the  present  uncertainty 
and  mystery,  which  courted  surmise  and  invited 
discovery.     Paul    himself,  was  willing  to  uke 
t  ^^"5^^P°"^'b.hty,  and  at  la^t  extracted  from 
the  Colonel  a  promise  of  passive  assent     The 
only  revelation  he  feared  was  from  the  inter- 
ference of   the    mother,   but    Pendleton  was 
strong  m   the   belief  that  she  had   not  only 
utteriy  abandoned  the  girl  to  the  care  of  her 
guardians,  but  that  she  would  never  rescind  her 
resolution  to  disclaim  her  relationship;  that  she 

It  Tl  '?  f ^^f-^^"«  f-  tJ^at  purpose  ;  and 
that  If  she  >Ja^  changed  her  mind  he  would 
be  the  first  to  know  of  it.  On  this  they  had 
parted.  Meantime,  Paul  had  not  forgotten 
another  resolution  he  had  formed  on  his  first 


f^-tM 
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Visit  to  the  Colonel,  and  had  actually  succeeded 

Gatf S  "-t""'^^  '''''  '^'   '^^  ^^^^ 
C.ate  Bank,  and  restoring  to  the  Colonel  some 

of  h.s  pnvate  property  that  had  been  in  the 

hands  of  a  Receiver. 

This  had  been  the  background  of  Paul's 
med.tat.on,  which  only  threw  into  stronger  rehef 
the  face  and  figure  that  moved  before  him  as  ^  - 
s^tently  as  .t  had  once  before  in  the  twilighfof 
h.s  room  at  Rosario.  There  were  times  when 
her  moonht  face,  with  its  faint  strange  smile 
stood  out  before  him  as  it  had  stood  Z  7^ 

St'Lhl^^'f-'^^'^"^''^^^^^^^^^^ 

last  time-framed  for  an  instant  in  the  parted 
curta.ns  of  the  doorway,  when  she  badrhL 
Good-n,ght.'  For  he  had  never  visited  her 
•nee  and,  on  the  attainment  of  her  majority 
had  de^gated  his  passing  functions  to  pLdlt 
7'  "''°'"  »>«  had  induced  to  accompany  the 

ceremony  For  the  present  she  need  not  know 
how  much  she  had  been  indebted  to  himforthi 
accomphshment  of  her  wishes 

With  a  sigh  he  at  last  recalled  himself  to  his 
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duty,  and    drawing  the  pile  of  reports  which 
Shear  had  handed  him.  he  began  to  examine 
them.      These,   again,   bore  reference   to  his 
silent,  unobtrusive  inquiries.     In  his  function  as 
Chairman  of  Committee  he  had  taken  advan- 
tage of  akmd  of  advanced  moral  legislation  then 
•n  vogue,  and  particularly  in   reference  to  a 
certam  social    reform,   to    examine    statistics, 
authorities,  and  witnesses,  and  in  this  indirect 
but  exhaustive  manner  had  satisfied  himself  that 
the  woman  'Kate  Howard/  alias  'Beverley' 
a  has  .  Durfree.'  had  long  passed  beyond  the  ken 
01  local  police  supervision,  and  that  in  the  record 
there  was  no  trace  or  indication  of  her  child. 
He  was  going  over  those  infelix  records  of  early 
transgressions  with  the  eye  of  trained  experience 
making  notes  from  time  no  time  for  his  official 
use,  and  yet  always  watchful  of  his  secret  quest 
when  suddenly  he  stopped  with  a  quiclcened 
pulse.    In  the  record  of  an  affray  at  a  gambling- 
house,  one  of  the  parties  had  sought  refuge  fn 
the  room  of  '  Kate  Howard,'  who  was  repre- 
sented before  the  magistrate  by  Aer  proiecior. 
fuan  de  Arguello.     The  date  given  was  con- 
temporary with  the  beginning  of  the  Trust,  but 
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that  proved  nothing.     But  the  name-had  it 
thTtS  """■"""  '■'  ^  ^"-  -ncidenc 
tne  woman s  promiscuous  frailty?      Hp  o„  • 

ally  known  was  evident  from  Pender' 
ignorance  of  the  fact  But  hT  ^^""^^"""^ 
again,  and  at  once      Perhai.  u'  '^™ 

acquired  some  infoJtSnXmvX.':: 

confidence  she  had  withheld  from  th. 

-n;  indeed,  he  remembere Zu      '^'^ 

-partly  in  that  hope  that  he  ha     .'ted 
the  Colonel  to  go  to  Santa  Clara.     He  out  th. 

'You  need  "ot  write  that  letter  to  Slate. 
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I  am  going  to 


Tony.     I  will  see  him  myself. 
San  Francisco  to-night.' 

r.^t^^:r  ^^"^^"^''^'■"g-P-d  from  the 

Paul  quickly  swept  them  from  the  table  into 

v^u    Tfi'f  '°'^'''"-     'Not  now.  thank 
you.     1 11  finish  my  notes  later.' 

c-c  ^''^  "?'\"'°''"'"^  ^^"'  ^^  '"  San  Fran- 
asco.  and  had  again  crossed  the  portals  of  the 

tt  r  ?''  ^T'-  "^  '^^^  ""--^  ^--^dy  told 
tha  the  doom  of  that  palatial  edifice  was  sealed 
by  the  laymg  of  the  comer-stone  of  a  new  erec 
ion  m  the  next  square  that  should  utterly  eclipse 
U  he  even  fancied  that  it  had  already  lost  its 
freshness,  and  its  meretricious  glitter  had  been 

ftsTh  f ':''"  '^  '^^'^  ^••^^-d  '^^  break- 

fast he  made  h.s  way  to  the  public  parlour 
happily  deserted  at  that  early  hour.  ^,  ^ 
here  that  he  had  first  seen  her.  ShewasstalS 
.ng  there,  by  that  mirror,  when  their  eyes  first 
met  •"  a  sudden  instinctive  sympathy.  She 
herself  had  remembered  and  confessed  it     He 

recalled  thepleased  yet  conscious  girlish  superio- 
n  y  with  ,h^:h  she  had  received  the  aduE 
of  her  fnends;  h,s  memory  of  her  was  broad 
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lodgers- hopeless  i„a::,:;rarer!h:''; 

-dUions.  and  it  was  wlfh  a  4?^  o>'S^ 

appeamnceo    Geol^^^^^^  hr^-™°'"  ^^  ^^^^ 
•"aster's  guest.  ''"'"P''""  °^  I^'s 

The  grizzled  negro  was  arrav^^  • 

PrisinglynewsuitofLerthS.   '"  '  '"''■ 
white  waistcoat  and    '  ™^"^  ^P^^^ntous 

-hite  cravat,  that  gL  h.rthr"  '^""^'^'^ 
-eringrron^aglafdJ::,;:^^^^^^^^^^^^ 


•^^ 


■•"      A  WA„n  OS  rm  oolde:,  oate 
ft  to  th.  Sor  ^°™?  "'>''■■•  «"d  offering 

Sliver  watch-chain   '  f^-  ^     J  enormous 

de  roof  Ob  de  hoM  '  '^^^^^'^^^  ""^er 

.     "°  ^^  notel  since  we  camp      n  . 

dissolutory  fashion  ■  '^'^""''  »"<<  '"  • 

ceinrta'r'   "1"".  ""'■^"'  °'  » 

cenc,.  hadt™«  ;t  rS'c™'  '"""'^ 
dopreciaiion  of  hi-  ,„  '  /'*  "^"'S^'  lofty 
"O.  help  saying-    ™™°°*»g».  «d  he  could 

con:it"r,f:wi'',"r'^>»wft 
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hnally  collapsed,  and  with  an  air  ,  T  singled 
Pam  and  dignity,  but  without  los.-ng  '  .  T.  "f 
n.ous  politeness  or  unique  voc^n^^,  ^.^'^ 
Yogotmedah,Sah!     Vo  ,0:  n,;:  dah - 
De  infirmities  o'  human  natrheli/ oV-    ^       ,' 

yoself,  Sah.  a  legislate'  and  a  pov/fui  spe.I-.h 

-dehssonetohol'itagi„deLivl,l..nss^n 
I  confess  Sah.  de  circumstances  was  props 
kuous.  de  fees  fahly  good,  and  de  risks  inS  . 

WsseTfTndi;  h'^'^P'  '^  ^'^"P-^  -  -tes 

'I  haven't  the  slightest  idea  of  telling  the 
and  I  am  glad  to  find  on  your  own  accont 


M 
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yo  aidn  t  hab  something  afo'  he  comf-  ■     h 
openeda  »,„.ffl^  *Wd  .,  Ll^L  ",: 


•Vogof„edah,Sahl    Yogo,  me  dohr 


L3£>. 
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manifestation,  but  i.,  l,is  desire  to  soothe  the 
n.ffle^|g.ty  of  the  old  „a„  he  consents  t 


Geo.8«.  «t  once  beouae  coin>n„„ica,i„ 


partake  of  a  small  glass  of  soirit,      r 
once  became  radiant  anH.     ^  ^'""^re  at 

Kernel  K-       ^'^"' *"^  communicative.     -De 
Kernel  b.n  gone  to  Santa  Clara  to  seede  young 

M2 


i64 


A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE 


.fcrown  far  .„„„gh  tack  ,„  ,ho„  .  fi„TX 
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cambric  shirt  and  checkerl  mV  u 


H.  w„  drenrf  ■„  .  .igh,ly.bu.,o„«,  blue  frocLco., 


tall  whae  hat.  whose  broad  mourning-Land 
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h7d  dl?^v''u"'''"°'^  ""'  ^'^  '""'her,  who 

comment.     Even  his  shght  hmp "^seemed   " 
grveapecunar  character  fo  his  masXe  Id 

ei^l:"^'^"^-^^---P-orhisroS 

cape  he  carried  eas  y  over  his  I^ft  ,         l 

oU  dominant  miuiner.  - 

•Glad  to  sec  you,  Hathaway,  and  triad  ,„ 
^the^yHas.e^.dyoute.titk^?,':',^ 

-::-dh::e'tr,.^";:"j™,.:7-7.i 
■^^^'^ijrlyS^^^^^^^^^ 

was  owned  by  Colonel  B*„L  ;„d  7T.  '■ 
•The  Devil's  Little  Ca^onaSfe?:^':^;' 
some  d-d  civilities.     Let's  see    h;c 
Woods,  isn't  it..     Used    ose,l";u'    T"  " 
awaysai-Iors  on  Long  Wharf,::"  trs;r.^- 
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exchange  ?  Or  was  it  Baker P-Judge  Baker? 
I  forget  which.  Well  Sir  ff,.,  f  f^^^''^ 
remembered.'  '     '^  ^'^^^^  *°  ^ 

the  r  f  "^^  ^^"''  P^'^'^^P^  unreasonably,  that 
the  Colonel's  indifference  ur.A  a-         • 
both  a  l.-fH^  '"^"^ence  and  digression  were 

both  a  httle  assumed,  and  he  asked  abruptly- 

And  you  fulfilled  your  mission?' 
I  made  the  formal  transfer,  with  the  Mayor 
of  the  property  to  Miss  Arguello.' 
'ToMiss  Arguello.?' 

de  i?Yerbf  r'  """"  ''°"'^^P"'*'"  ^«  Arguello 

com^iments.  that  I  want  a^.«,/.w.  mourn' 

lace.     It  may  be  hs  idea  of  the  value  of  his 
ownparents-if  he  ever  had  any-but  I  don' 
care  for  him  to  appraise  mine.     Go  I  ' 

As  the  door  closed    upon    George    Paul 
turned  to  the  Colonel-  ^'        "* 

'Then  am  I  to  understand  that  you  have 
agreed  to  her  story  ? '  ^  ^ 
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in  his  hand,  said-  ^"^^'  ""'''  ^^^'^'"g  '* 


'^•^°'°~'P°'"«J™"' Bias,  of  whisky 

•MydearHathaway.Ietusunde^tandeach 


or  family  ofanyladv  of'""'""  ''^  ^^^' "-"«• 
Verba  Buena  ca't  /'"^''^"^"'^"^«-  Miss 
^^-  is  no  IrVv  ^T'^^'^-y'  and.  as 

tioned.     If  ,1,.   ,,,.    ,    °"  .'  "»"=  just  men- 
1-  name  ^^^^'t"-  iT'  '"  '«''  '- 

of  «^  cISf '?  ""■'  "»«"  •PP«-.i  .o  b, 

*pe.df„: ' ,"  ™"r  "'■'■"  "»■«,  f™,t  iJ 

of  some  vl:  Ct°     "  'T'""  ""«•»- 

H=  fixed  h 'r„4T;  Torhi  r*""''  '^ 

"gainst  her  s,„„>    -j-l"  ^"^"'^'  for  or 
;h..hershehi-,^^Xre,°r^* 

even  to  himself.  '  I  should 


j^^  ^:Mmm 
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tt?t^"^  r  ^'^  °^  ^^"""^  ^"h  questions  of 
that  kmd  from  anybody  but  yourseir 

Ihis  culminating   extravagance-taken  in 
connecfon  with  Pendleton's  pLing  doub^- 

:Ssr^^^'^"^'^^--^-'^-p^-fHis 

Like""  m?/   ''""''°"''  '^'^^  ''"^^^^   '^"-'^Jy- 
l^.ke  most  positive  one-idea'd  men.   he  was 

restricted  from   any  possible  humor;us  coT 
b^r^tion    and  only  felt  a  mysterious  sense  ^f 

dtThJsr '"  ^""'^  ^^^^--  "^  p- 

vihrlf^''"   "'J^^^^y-'  ^«  began,  with  a  slight 
vtaon  m  h,s  usual  dominant  accents,  <! 
have  lately  put  me  under  a  sense  of  personal 
obhgation  for  a  favour  which  I   fdt  frid 
accept  without  derogation  from  a  younger  m^ 
because  it  seemed  to  be  one  not  only  ofyo"* 
ful  generosity  but  of  justice,  and  was  noTu„. 
>^rthy  the  exalted  ambition  of  a  young  ma„ 
J'ke  yourself  or  the  simple  deserts' of  f„eJd 

Z^UC'^:     ^--P-'^^'.  Sir.  the  mo 
readily  because  it  was  entirely  unsolicited  by 
me  a„d  seemed  to  be  the  spontaneous  offering 
of  your  own  heart.     If  I  have  presumed  upon 
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it  to  express  myself  freely  on  other  matters  i„ 
a  way  that  only  excites  your  ridicule.  I  can  but 
offer  you  an  apology,  Sir.  If  I  have  accepted 
a  favour  I  can  neither  renounce  nor  return  I 
must  take  the  consequences  to  myself,  and  even 
beg  you,  Sir,  to  put  up  with  them  ' 

Remorseful  as  Paul  felt,  there  was  a  singu- 
ar  resemblance  between  the  previous  reproach- 
ful pose  of  George  and  this  present  attitude  of 
his  master  as  if  the  mere  propinquity  of  per- 
sonal sacrifice  had  made  them  alike,  that  stmck 
h.m  wuh  a  mingled  pathos  and  ludicrousness. 
But  he  said  warmly :  •  It  is  I  who  must  apolo- 
gue, my  dear  Colonel.     I  am  not  laughing  at 

your  conclusions,  but  at  this  singular  coincidence 
with  a  discovery  I  have  made.' 

'  As  how,  Sir  ? ' 

'I  find  in  the  report  of  the  Chief  of  the 
Police  for  the  year  1850  that  Kate  Howard 
waj^u^der  the  protection    of  a  man  named 

The  Colonel's  exaggeration  instantly  left 
him.  He  stared  blankly  at  Paul.  ■  And  you  call 
rt^^  a  laughing  matter.  Sir?'  he  said  sternly, 
out  in  his  more  natural  manner 


r-vt 
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vew.  which  you  a™  now  tt^^^'lTr^.  "> 

«  it.    But  Z  vo  ,  t    ''°"'  ""■' '"'"'  ™»«ra 

"':»rupo?hrr™-:-« 
»-"s,seeyo:r.vr«tLr°,r^'"- 

.1.°  faTeL     ,        ""J"*"'  '"•»'»  WW  ,0 

™o  a„  arm-chai.  by  U,c  Sw"^'.'™"™ 
I'etweai  his  linees  and  .klj       •  "  "•""= 


may  be  a  minr-;^^  ,  "^  discovery 

r  "e  a  coincidence,  nothing  more      Rnf  t 

'««J'«  been  influenced  <;.v     •  a  "'  ^ 

-  P.erle.  ,„  her  bJur^'j ,,"  ^"^  «>' 
Plishments    and      .       '  "^  ™ '' i"  lie"ccom- 

P'««=.!    T'tal  c         T''  "°"''  "'^''  ■"■•' 

ing  .he  eaus.     .  Th""  L"'.!  """,'>"  '"''^■- 
nere  is,    she  said  to  me  last 
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nend  Mr.  Hathaway,  she  does  full  fustice  to 

voice,b„,awbi„„i„;tf  '     "'^'' 

presence  would  be  a  p,„fa„„L,  Sir    t^J"" 


^  ^^^^  OS  T^^  aoZDEU  GATE  .,, 

Wank  me,  if  she  isn't  one »     Th.r«' 
stock  there-no  white  tra!h     J  "°  ^°'"' 

Sir.     Blank  it  al)  Sir  ut  """'"  ^'°°^' 

Argudlos-if  ther'e-   a    o  JoTr  'f  ~''^ 
-'•ght  go  down  on  thdr  kit  to Ta  T 

name  borne  bysuchacreaturTrBleTteT 
Sir,  ,f  one  of  them  dared  f.         ^X  the  Eternal, 

a  word  that  was't  a  ^1^^^^^^^^^^  -" 

wipe  his  dust  off  th.  u  ^  '  "■'  '^-^^^''  ^'d 
his^ncests  bSore  ,;i  -'  T'  '^  '^^'^'^ '° 
'nynameis„-tHl:;tXr^'^^^-- 

dark,    stern    far^    .^i  ^  Colonel,  his 

enthusiasm:  ht^st'^trfr^^^^'^ 
grey  moustache  curlinrarornd  t  '"^'  °'  '^'^ 
head  thrown  back  h  1  L  .    '  '"'  J^^'  ^^' 

headed  stick  held t  ife  r'n'^'^"'  '''^''^- 
'•kealanceafLr  tuf  "°'''^^''"^' 
that  this  QuixoticTran.f-'"''  "'  ^"'^  '^"^'^ 
triumph,  anHe  ^  '"°"  ^^  P^«  ^^  >*^'- 

that  t^he  ^"TjiO^^Tr 
had  scarcely  been  exaggerated  L  ^""^T 
eyes  away,  and  said  ^ufetly!!  '  '"'"^^  '"^ 

•Then  you  don't  think  this  coincidence  Will 
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'And  you  believe,'  continued  Paul    1,. 

trans  ent  relation  ^K.*  ^  °'  ^f^'s 

nt  relation  that  no  one  suspected  ?' 

10  his  final  amazement  Pendletnn'c  k 
deared!      'An  enemy?       '2^  ""^ 

right     ril  look  into  it    and  .Yth  r  r^  '^ 
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-«  you  will,  „„  d„„fc  .ell  tS 

^.' w:,^zl,tc•*'"^'=^''"'°" 
™o:.:;^:s:„'r;l!::L■re;^c^  1 
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Dear  Sir,-As  I  am  on  the  point  of  sailing 
f /M-"''n;°"'"°"°"  '°  ^^-«  Miss  Arguelb 

land      ;  ?°?  °"  ^"  ^^"^"'^^^  -'•'  'o^ng- 
and  and  the  Continent.  I  am  desirous  of  L 

forrn.ng  you  that  I  have  thus  far  been  unable  to 

Arguello-s  sVnlh^Iquattancr'hL    feen 

and  Don  C^sar  and  Dofla  Anna  Briones, 
tned  fnends  who  'are  also  fellow-passenger 
w.th  us  to  Europe.  Miss  Arguello  suggSts 
that  some  poliu-cal  difference  between  vofl^d 
Don  C^sar,  which  occurred  during  your  visiuo 
Rosano  three  months  ago,  may  h^ave.  oerW 

fn'T  T'l  'T  "PP°^'^'°"-  She  joins  me 
venttrfd""'^"''^"''"'^^--^--'^-^ 
even  m  the  d.stract.ons  of  foreign  travel  and  the 
obhgat.ons  of  her  position  she  will  follow  from 
t.me  to  tjme  with  the  greatest  interest. -Very 
respectfully  yours,  ^ 

Harry  Pendleton 
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CHAPTER  V 

T  was  on  an  August  day  of 
1863  that  Paul  Hathaway 
■  resigned  himself  and  his 
luggage    to    the   care  of 
the  gold-laced,  ostensible 
porter  of  the  Strudle  Bad 
Hof,   not    without    some 
uncertainty,   in  a  land  of 
uniforms,      whether      he 
\|i/>  ^™"ld  eventually  be  con- 

,u^-        r.  '^"^'^'^    ^o    the   barracks 

the  pohce  office,  or  the  Conservatoire.  He  JS 
reheved  when  the  omnibus  drove  into  the  co^ 
yard  of  the  Bad  Hof,  and  the  gold^hZd" 
chamberlam.  flanked  by  two  grL  tub  o 
o  eand  received  him  with  a  gravity  calculated 
to  check  any  preconceived  idea  he  might  have 
that  travellmg  was  a  trifling  affair,  or  that  an 

arnval  at  the   Bad   Hof  was  not  of  serl:: 
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mon^ent.     His  letters  had  not  yet  arrived,  for 
he  had,  .n  a  fit  of  restlessness,  shortened  his 
route,  and  he  strolled  listlessly  into  the  reading- 
room.      Two  or  three   English    guests  wefe 
evidently  occupied    in    eminently 'respectabb 
readmg  and  writing;  two  were  sitting  by  the 
Window    engaged   in  subdued    but    profitable 
conversation  ;  and  two  Americans  from  Boston 
were  contentedly  imitating  them  on  the  other 
Side  of  the  room.     A  decent  restraint,  as  of 
people  who  were  not  for  a  moment  to  be  led 
■     mto  any  foreign   idea   of  social  gaiety  at  a 
watering-place,   was    visible    everywhere       A 
spectaded  Prussian  officer  in  full  uniform  passed 
along  the  hall,  halted  for  a  moment  at  the'door- 
way  as  if  contemplating  an  armed  invasion 
thought  better  of  it.  and  took  his  uniform  away 
>nto  the  sunlight  of  the  open  square,  where  it 
was  joined  by  other  uniforms,  and  became  by 
contrastamiracleofunbmcedlevity.  Paulstool 
the  Polar  silence-  for  a  few  moments,  until  one 
of  the  readers  arose  and,  taking  his  book -a 
Murray-in  his  hand,  walked  slowly  across 'the 
room  to  a  companion,  mutely  pointed  to  a  pas- 
sage m  the  book,  remained  silent  until  the  other 


had 
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dumbly  perused  it,  and  then  walked  back 


f  I 


Halted  a  moment  at  the  doorway 

again  to  his  seat,  having  achieved  the  incident 
without  a  word.    At  which  Paul,  convinced  of 
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his  own  incongruity,  softly  withdrew  with  his 
hat  m  h.s  hand,  and  his  eyes  fixed  devotionally 
upon  It.  ' 


A  Cavalryman  walking  with  Clarchen 


It  was  good  after  that  to  get  into  the  slanting 
sunhghtand  chequered  hnden  shadows  of  thf 
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Al/ee;  to  see  even  a  tigh^v  jacketed  cavalry- 
man naturally  walking  witP  Clarchen  and  her 
two  round-faced  and  drab-haired  young  charges  • 
to  watch  the  returning  invalid  procession.  ver>^ 
real  and  very  human,  each  individual  intensely 
involved    in    the    atmosphere    of    his    own 
symptoms  ;  nnd  very  good  after  that  to  turn 
into  the  Thiergarten,  where  the  animals  were 
however,  chiefly  of  his  own  species,  and  shame- 
lessly and  openly  amusing  themselves.     It  was 
p  easant  to  contrast  it  with  his  first  visit  to  the 
place  three  months  before,  and  correct  his  crude 
impressions.     And  it  was  still  more  pleasant 
suddenly  to  recognise,  under  the  round  flat  cap 
of  a  general  officer,  a  former  traveller  who  was 
fond  of  talking  with  him  about  America  with 
an   mtelhgence  and   understanding  of  it   that 
i-aul  had  often  missed  among  his  own  travelled 
countrymen.     It  was  pie  sant  to  hear  his  un- 
affected and  simple  greeting,  to  renew  their  old 
acquamtance,  and  to  saunter  back  to  the  hotel 
together  through  the  long  twilight. 

They  were  only  a  k^  squares  from  the 
hotel,  when  Pauls  attention  was  attracted  by 
the  curiosity  and  delight  of  two  or  three  children 
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before  hfm.   who  seemed   to   be  foil.    • 
quaint-looking  figure  th.^  .  '*'"°^'"g  ^ 

g  ngure  that  was  evidently  not  un- 


HisunaflecW  and  simple  greeling 

famih'ar  to  them      Tt  ^„ 
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and  crested  silver  buttons,  but  still  „,ore  re- 
markable    for    the    indescribable   mindZ  of 

CS^h'  T^^  '-'^^'y  --''which 

fte  earned  off  h,s  finery.     There  was  something 
so  singular  and  yet  so  vaguely  reminis^entlf 

h.s  light  bamboo  cane  that  Paul  could  not  onlv 
understand  the  childish  wonder  of  the  passe"  ' 
b^  who  turned  to  look  after  hin,,  but  wafs  Jr  d 
with  a  deeper  curiosity.     He  quickened  ht 

the  face  or  features  of  the  stranger,  except  tha 
h.s  ha.r  under  his  cocked  hat  appeared'  to  be 
^ghtly  curled  and  powdered.    Paul's  companion 
who  was  amused  at  what  seemed   to  be  th  ' 

^'tforr^  ri^i^i  -  - 

-eEaste..^..™,:;^-^- 

S  LrpT"^"  *'"^^'  -y  '•"-d,  in  the 
Strudle  Bad.  /'.....«//.,  your  own  count '! 
nien    too;  the   one  who  has  enriched  himsX 

this       ?°-'   °'  '^'^''^^^«'    -   "^^'   -aror 

ttt    rf '  'r  """^^  -'"^  ''"^^  -est  o    the 
tule  he  has  bought  in  Italy,  with  his  dollars 
and  h.s  beautiful  daughters,  who  are  seekLJ 
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matrimonial  contin- 


more  titles  with  possibL= 
gencies.' 

Tom's  Cabin 'In.    '"'P'''^^^'^''^"  °f  '  Uncle 

and  German  travelrs  b     T     ^^  ^^  ^"^''^'^ 

h'-s  own  countrymen      He  ,r""'  "°"^  °' 

amine  the  hoJse  Ire     ,oX";j'--  - 

commencing  with  simole  T   f'  i       ^  P'^^' 

far  exceeded  Z  •      P""""al,ty,  not  only 

exceeded  the  promise  of  the  posters  but  L 

arrival  of  the  good  Southern  planter 


-). 


■^ymt 
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action    nasspH   .c   .i  Luckily,   the 

views    between    .  ^  r       "^^''S^'^^s  inter- 

assisted  bv  a  Die  .       ^'  occasionally 

bands  rofexc^:^::';"^  f  ^^^-n  in  Geneva 
by  a  zLn^ieriSt;^^^^^^^^^^  l^"'^  ^^'P 

runaway  neero  7^^        °*^the  sufferings  of  a 

painted  canvas   'manhnn.-    T  ^  "'^  * 

down  ,he  sttircase.     He  w  =         "'""'"  """' 
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was  sharply  attracted  by  a  small  gathering 
around  it,  and  the  sounds  of  indignant  declama- 
tion. It  was  the  voice  of  a  countryman-more 
than  that,  it  was  a  familiar  voice,  that  he  had 
not  heard  for  three  years-the  voice  of  Colonel 
Harry  Pendleton ! 

'Tell    him.'  said    Pendleton,   in    scathing 
tones,  to  some  invisible  interpreter— '  tell  him 
t>'r,   that  a  more  infamous  caricature  of  the 
blankest  caricature  that  ever  maligned  a  free 
people.  Sir.  I  never  before  had  the  honour  of 
Witnessing.      Tell  him  that  /,  Sir-I.  Harry 
Pendleton,  of  Kentucky,  a  Southerner,   Sir- 
an  old  slaveholder.  Sir.  declare  it  to  be  a  tissue 
of   falsehoods    unworthy  the    credence    of  a 
Christian  civilisation  like  this-unworthy  the 
attention  of  the  distinguished  ladies  and  gentle- 
men   that   are  gathered  here  to-night.      Tell 
him.    Sir,   he  has   been   imposed  upon.     Tell 
hun  I  am  responsible-give  him  my  card  and 
address-personally  responsible  for  what  I  say 
If  he  wants  proofs-blank  it  all  !-tel!  him  you 
yourself  have   been  a  slave-«y,  slave.  Sir! 
Take  off  your  hat.  Sir!    Ask  him  to  look  at 
you-ask  him  if  he  thinks  you  ever  looked  or 
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could  look  like  that  lop-eared, 


psalm- 


nant  •    W,.         ,       '  '  ^^^^^ng.  and  indiV- 

now  while  »„J  j       iron-grey  moustache, 

■.pparidon  of  ,he  W/fe-G,3    tI         ""= 
no.i.a..,hi.„ow.WhaSh:a\^^^^^^^^ 

G.o?;e'':„rcaiT,r"''°'''="°°-^''' 

se™„",'  t  ""^"''"  """^  "'""'«'  »■!'«'>  'fc'  old 

rerr.LJniTa'nZr""'.'-^""- 

own  native  speech   K  P^^^^^^'ve  as  his 

masters  protests.     Where  and  when,  and 
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by  what  instinct,  he  had  assimilated  and  made 
his  own  the  grotesque  inversions  and  ponderous 
sentimentalities    of   Teutonic    phrasing,    Paul 
could  not  guess ;  but  it  was  with   breathless 
wonder  that  he  presently  became  aware  that, 
so  perfect  and  convincing  was  the  old  man's 
style   and    deportment,    not    only   the    simple 
ofificials  but  even  the  bystanders  were  profoundly 
impressed   by   this   farrago   of  absurdity.      A 
happy  word  here  and  there,  the  full  title  and 
rank  given,  even  with  a  slight  exaggeration,  to 
each  individual,  brought  a  deep  and  guttural 
'Sol'   from  lips   that  would    have    found    it 
difficult   to  repeat  a  line  of  his  ceremonious 
idiocy. 

In  their  preoccupation  neither  the  Colonel 
nor  George  had  perceived  Paul's  entrance,  but, 
as  the  old  servant  turned  with  magnificent 
courtesy  towards  the  bystanders,  his  eyes  fell 
upon  Paul.  A  flash  of  surprise,  triumph,  and 
satisfaction  lit  up  his  rolling  eyes.  Paul  in- 
standy  knew  that  he  not  only  recognised  him, 
but  that  he  had  already  heard  of  and  thoroughly 
app  eciated  a  certain  distinguished  position  that 
Paul  had  lately  held,  and  was  quick  to  apply  it. 
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Intensifying  for  a  moment  the  grandiloquence 

the  LorHT  PP''^  ^'■"^"^  °Jd  friend, 

Cah-fornt    ?'"'"'  ""^^"""^  "^  '''^  Golden 
^oJonel  Pendleton  started,  and  grasped  Paul's 

til        "?"°''  "'"^  ''^^  ^'P'°--tic  sucgesdon 
that  the  v.vid  and  realistic  acting  of  the  admir 
a  ^company  which  he  himse/had  ^^^ 
had  perhaps  unduly  excited  his  old  friend  even 

the' u  utl  T^""'-'''  ^^^"-"  -°  ^--  rXf 
tVonlnd  hT^^':!,''^"^  °f  ^--tic  representa- 
Sn  of  r  "'  '"'"'"^'^^  ^''h  a  pro- 
eressil''?°^"^'    ^^    "^^    -o^t    cordial 

together,  Paul  could  not  help  noticing  that 
aUhough  the  Colonel's  first  greeting  had  been 
spontaneous  and  unaffected,  it  was  succeeded 
to?"  T'^'^r^-^--  Paul  made  no  attempt 
to  break  u,  and  confined  himself  to  a  few  genera 

Z' h"'  "'?  '^  '""'''"^  ^-  Colonefto     p 
w.th  h.m  at  the  hotel.     Pendleton  hesitated 
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'At  any  other  time,  Mr.  Hathaway,  I  should 
have  insisted  upon  you,  as  the  stranger,  supping 


They  turned  away  together 
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WM.  me;  but  since  ,he  absence  of-of-Ae 
precht-an  hour  or  Iwo  from  here.'   He  liTOe,«t 

p"i  arL""'-"^  """'='  '"""'°»  »<■"-■ 

prise  at  the  mention  of  Yerba'^  na.^»        .1. 
f^eofherhost,Hecont.Cd^;ri;et^ 
I  suppose  you  know,  is  i„,n.ensely  admired  •' 

;  I  can  readily  believe  it/  said  Paul  simply. 

Sir  .      u  ?  !'''"  ''^^  Position-the  position 
Sir,  to  which  she  is  entitled  '  P"««ion, 

Without  appearing    to    notice    the    slight 

;3.ib!neve,ti:rc:L?:-n;s:s 

for  position  and  pedigree.'  sticiciers 

'Youare  right.  Sir-quite  right;  they  are; 
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said  the  Colonel,  proudly-' although '-with  a 
certem  premeditated  deliberation-'  I  have  been 
credibly  ^formed  that  the  King  can,  in  certain 
ca^es,  If  he  chooses,  supply-yes,  SlrsuMh 
a  favoured  person  with  ancestors-yes,  Sir,  with 
ancestors  V  '         ^h^^nn 

Paul  cast  a  quick  glance  at  his  companion. 

'  Yes,  Sir- that  is,  we  will  say,  in  the  case 
of  a  lady  of  inferior  rank-or  even  birth,  the 
i^ing  of  these  parts  can,  on  her  marriage  with 
a  nobleman-blank  it  all!-ennoble  her  father 
and  mother,  and  their  fathers  and  mothers 
though  they've  been  dead,  or  as  good  as  dead.' 
lor  years.  ' 

•  I  am  afraid  thafs  a  slight  exaggeration  of 
the  rare  custom  of  granting  "noble  lands,"  or 
estates  that  carry  hereditary  titles  with  them,' 
said  Paul,  more  emphatically,  perhaps,  than  the 
occasion  demanded. 

'Fact,  Sir— George  there  knows  it  all,'  said 
Peudleton.    '  He  gets  it  from  the  other  servants 
I  dont  speak  the  language.  Sir,  but  he  does, 
•ricked  it  up  in  a  year.' 

•I   must  compliment  him  on  his  fluency 
certainly,'  said  Paul,  looking  at  George. 
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certain  condescension.     '  Yes  Sah  •  T  ^     • 

.oa»h„,ar,tey„Wf,Sa^;d     Ve'^^r 
B^ndmatical  presichion  ^  but  „  fah    qS 

one  of  my  friends_«„J  T  "•"taway  ,s 

aeviJish  s-ght  more  than  his  master-and  c.n. 
anywhere  where    /  can't    c.       d  •         ^  " 

.ll*el„k.y,rlt;^''=«"'-*-yle.o 

oa 


I 
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'And,  I  see,  he  dresses  the  character,' 
observed  Paul. 

'  His  own  idea— entirely.  And,  by  Jove  I 
he  proves  to  be  right.  You  can't  do  anything 
here  without  a  uniform.  And  they  tell  me 
he's  got  everything  correct,  down  to  the  crest 
on  the  buttons.' 

They  walked    on    in    silence    for   a  few 
moments,  Pendleton  retaining  a  certain  rigidity 
of  step  and  bearing  which  Paul  had  come  to 
recognise  as  indicating    some    uneasiness  or 
mental  disturbance  on  his  part.     Hathaway 
had  no  intention  of  precipitating  the  confidence 
of  his  companion.     Perhaps  experience  had 
told  him  it  would  come  soon  enough.     So  he 
spoke  carelessly  of  himself.     How  the  need  of 
a  year's  relaxation  and  change  had  brought 
him  abroad,  his  journeyings,  and,  finally,  how 
he  had  been  advised  by  his  German  physician 
to  spend  a  few  weeks  at  Strudle  Bad  prepa- 
ratory to  the  voyage  home.    Yet  he  was  per- 
fectly aware  that  the  Colonel  from  time  to  time 
cast  a  furtive  glance  at  his  face.     '  And  you;  he 
said  in  conclusion—'  when  do  you  intend  to 
return  to  California  ? ' 
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The   Colonel   hesitated  shghtly.     •  I  shall 
remain   in   Europe  until   Miss  Argu-  ilo  is- 
settled-I   mean,'  he  added  hurriedly,  'until 
she  has-ahem!_completed  her  education  in 
foreign  ways  and  customs.     You  see,  Hatha- 
way. I  have  constituted  myself,  after  a  certain 
fashion,  I  may  say-....,  her  guardian.     I  am 
an  old  man  with  neither  kith  nor  kin  myself. 
S.r-I  m  a  little  too  old-fashioned  for  the  boys 
over  there '-with  a  vague  gesture  towards  the 
West,  which,  however,  told  Paul  how  near  it 
st.ll  was  to  him.     'But  then,  among  the  old 
fogeys    here-blank  it  all!-it  isn't    noticed, 
bo  I  look  after  her,  you  see,  or  rather  make 
myself  responsible  for  her  generally-althoueh 
of  course,  she  has  other  friends  and  associates' 
)^ujnderstand,   more  of  her  own  age  and 

•And  I've  no  doubt  she's  perfectly  satisfied,' 
said  Paul,  in  a  tone  of  conviction 

'Well  yes.  Sir.  I  presume  so,'  said  the 
Colonel,  slowly;  'but  I've  sometimes  thought, 
Mr  Hathaway,  that  it  would  have  been  better 
If  shed  have  had  a  woman's  care-the  protec- 
tion, you  understand,  of  an  elderly  woman  of 
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society.  That  seems  to  be  the  style  here,  you 
know-a  chaperon,  they  call  it.  Now,  Milly 
Woods,  you  see,  is  about  the  same  age.  and 
the  Doi^a  Anna,  of  course,  is  olderf  but- 
blanlc  .t!-she's  as  big  a  flirt  as  the  rest-I 
mean  he  added,  correcting  himself  sharply, 
she  lacks  balance.  Sir,  and-what  shall  I  call 
It .'' — self-abnegation.' 

*  Then  Dof5a  Anna  is  still  of  your  party  ? ' 
asked  Paul.  ' 

'She  is.  Sir,  and  her  brother,  Don  Casan 
I  have  thought  it  advisable,  on  Ye.ba's  account 
to  keep  up  as  much  as  possible  the  sugges- 
tion of  her  Spanish  relationship-although,  by 
reason  of  their  absurd  ignorance  of  geography 
and  political  divisions  out  here,  there  is  a  pre- 
vaihng  impression  that  she  i.  a  South  American. 
A  fact,  Sir.     I  have  myseK  been  mistaken  for 
the  Dictator  of  one  of  those  infernal  Republics 
and  I  have  been  pointed  out  as  ruling  over  a 
million  or  two  of  niggers  like  George ! " 

There  was  no  trace  of  any  conception  of 
humour  in  the  Colonel's  face,  although  he 
uttered  a  short  laugh,  as  if  in  polite  acceptance 
of  the  possibility  that  Paul  might  have  one 


A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE  ,99 

Far  from  that,  his  companion,  looking  at  the 
stnkmg  profile  and  erect  figure  at  his  side-at 
the  long  white  moustache  which  drooped  from 
his  dark  cheeks,   and  remembering  his  own 
sensations  at  first  seeing  George-thought  the 
popular  belief  not  so  wonderful.     He  was  even 
forced  to  admit  that  the  perfect  unconsciousness 
on  the  part  of  master  and  man  of  any  incon- 
gruity or  peculiarity  in  themselves  assisted  the 
pubhc  misconception.     And  it  was,  I  fear,  with 
a  feehng  of  wicked  delight  that,  on  entering 
the  hotel,  he  hailed  the  evident  consternation  of 
those  correct  fellow-countrymen  from  whom  he 
had  lately  fled,  at  what  they  apparently  regarded 
as  a  national  scandal.      He  overheard  their 
humed  assurance  to  their  English  friends  that 
his  companions  were  not  from   Boston,   and 
enjoyed  their  mortification  that  this  explanation 
did  not  seem  to  detract  from  the  interest  and 
relief  with  which  the  Britons  surveyed  them 
or  the  open  admiration  of  the  Germans 

Although  Pendleton  somewhat  unbent 
during  supper,  he  did  not  allude  to  the  secret 
9f  iferba's  parentage,  nor  of  any  tardy  confi- 
dence of  hers.     To  all  appearance  the  situation 
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remained  as  ft  was  three  yearsago.    Hespokeof 
her  great  populanty  as  in  heiress  and  a  beautiful 
woma    ,„,  the  marked  attentions  she  receded 
He  doubted  not  that  she  had  rejected  very  dis- 

^ngu:shed  offers  but  she  kept  ihat  to  hltrf. 
bhe  was  perfectly  competent  to  do  so.  She 
was  no  g,ddygirl,  to  be  flattered  or  deceived  : 
on  the  contrary,  he  had  never  known  a  cooler 

worTwf'V""^"-  ^^^  '^-w  her  own 
worth.  When  she  met  the  man  who  satisfied 
her  ambu.on  and  understanding,  she  wodd 
marry,  and  not  before.     He  did  n't  know  wT^ 

'  use     He"  "1h  '  T  "'""'''"^  ^^^^^^'  «^ 

ledr' h.?,  ?  '  °"'>^  '^^'  °^  "^^  °^"  know, 
edge,    hat  last  year,  when  they  were  on  the 

luhan  lakes,  there  was  a  certain  Prince-Mr 
Hathaway  would  understand  why  he  did  nj; 
mentjon  names-who  was  not  only  atten  fve t 
her.  but  attentive  to  him,  Sir,  by  Jove  -  and 
most  s,gnificaht  in  his  inquiries,      ft  was  the 
only  occasbn  when  he.  the  Colonel,  hid  e!e 
poken  to  heron  such  subjects;  and,  knowTg 
that  she  was  not  mdifferent  to  the  fellow  who 
was  not  bad  of  his  kind,  he  had  asked  hSrJ; 
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she  had  not  encouraged  his  suit.    She  had  said, 
with  a  laugh,  that  he  couldn't  marry  her  unless 
he  gave  up  his  claim  of  succession  to  a  certain 
reigmng  house;  and  she  wouldn't  accept  him 
n^ti/wu(  it.     Those  were  her  words.  Sir,  and  he 
could  only  say  that  the  Prince  left  a  few  days 
afterwards,  and  they  had  never  seen  him  since 
As  to  the  Princelings  and  Counts  and  Barons 
she  knew  to  a  day  the  date  of  their  patents  of 
nobihty,  and  what  privileges  they  were  entitled 
to:  she  could  tell  to  a  dot  the  value  of  their 
estates    the  amount  of  the",    debts,  and,   by 
Jove!  Sir,  the  amount  of  mortgages  she  was 
expected  to  payoff  before  she  married  them 
She  knew  the  amount  of  income  she  had  to 
bring  to  the  Prussian  Army,  from  the  General 
to  the  Lieutenant.      She  understood  her  own 
value  and   her  rights.      There  was  a  young 
English  Lordling  she  met  on  the  Rhine,  whose 
boyish  ways   and   simplicity  seemed  to  please 
her.     They  were  great  friends  ;  but  he  wanted 
him-the  Colonel-to  induce  her  to  accept  an 
invitation  for  both  to  visit  his  mother's  home  in 
England,  that  his  people  might  see  her.     3ut 
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She  declined,  Sir!  She  declined  to  pass  in 
review  before  his  mother.  She  said  it  w  for 
fitm  to  pass  in  review  before  her  mother. 

'Did  she  say  that  } '  interrupted  Paul,  fixing 
his  bright  eyes  upon  the  Colonel. 

'If  she  had  one,  Sir,  if  she  haJ  one,'  corrected 
the  Colonel,  hastily.     ■  Of  course  it  was  only  an 

ktrst-^'^^'^'^-^^p^-^^^-"^'^ 

There  was  a  dead  silence  for  a  few  moments. 
The  Colonel  leant  back  in  his  chair  and  pulled 
his  moustache.  Paul  turned  away  his  eyes,  and 
seemed  absorbed  in  reflection.  After  a  moment 
the  Colonel  coughed,  pushed  aside  his  glass,  and 
leaning  across  the  table,  said,  '  I  have  a  favoui^ 
to  ask  of  you,  Mr.  Hathaway.' 

There  was  such  a  singular  change  in  the 
tone  of  his  voice,  an  unexpected  relaxation  of 
«>n..  artificial  tension-a  relaxation  which  struck 
Paul  so  pathetically  as  being  as  much  physical 
as  mental,  as  if  he  had  suddenly  been  overtaken 
in  some  exertion  by  the  weakness  of  age-that 
he  looked  up  quickly.  Certainly,  although  still 
erect  and  lightly  grasping  his  moustache,  the 
Colonel  looked  older. 
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'  By  all  means,  my  dear  Colonel,'  said  Paul, 
warmly. 

'  During  the  time  you  remain  here  you  can 
hardly  help  meeting  Miss  Arguello,  perhaps 
frequently.  It  would  be  strange  if  you  did  not : 
It  would  appear  to  everybody  still  stranger. 
Give  me  your  word  as  a  gentleman  that  you 
wiU  not  make  the  least  allusion  to  her  of  the 
past— nor  reopen  the  subject.' 

Paul  looked  fixedly  at  the  Colonel.  'I 
certainly  had  no  intention  of  doing  so,'  he  said 
after  a  pause,  'for  I  thought  it  was  already 
settled  by  you  beyond  disturbance  or  discussion 
But  do  I  understand  you,  that  she  has  shown 
any  uneasiness  regarding  it  }  From  what  you 
have  just  told  me  of  her  plans  and  ambition,  I 
can  scarcely  imagine  that  she  has  any  suspicion 
of  the  real  facts.' 

'  Certainly  not,'  said  the  Colonel,  hurriedly. 
'  But  I  have  your  promise.' 

'  I  promise  you,'  said  Paul,  after  a  pause, 
'  that  I  shall  neither  introduce  nor  refer  to  the 
subject  myself,  and  that  if  she  should  question 
me  again  regarding  it,  which  is  hardly  possible, 
I  will  reveal  nothing  without  your  consent.' 
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'  Thank  you/  said  Pendleton,  without,  how- 
ever,  exhibiting  much  relief  in  his  face.  '  She 
will  return  here  to-morrow.' 

' ;  thought  you  said  she  was  absent  for  some 
days,' said  Paul. 

'  Yes  ;  but  she  is  coming  back  to  say  good- 
bye to  Doila  Anna,  who  arrives  here  wit!  her 
brother  the  same  day.  on  their  way  to  Paris  ' 

It  flashed  through  Paul's  mind  that  the  last 
time  he  had  seen  her  was  in  the  company  of  the 
Bnones.      It  was  not  a  pleasant  coincidence. 
Yet  he  was  not  aware  that  it  had  affected  him 
until  he  saw  the  Colonel  watching  him 

PendLtot'^'°"'°"'^^^->'^^^^-^-.'-'l 

avow  his  old  vague  suspicions  of  Don  Cssar 
but  the  utter  hopelessness  of  reopening  the 
whole  subject  again,  and  his  recollection  of  the 
pasyge  in  Pendleton's  letter  that  purported  to 
be  Verba  s  own  theory  of  his  dislike,  checked 

whether  I  had  any  cause  for  disliking  Don 
C«ar ;  I  can  tell  better  when  I  see  him  again ' 
and  changed  the  subject    A  few  momentslate^ 


li-^ 
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the  Colonel  summoned  George  from  some  lower 
region  of  the  hotel,  and  rose  to  take  his  leave. 
Miss  Arguello.  with  her  maid  and  courier,  will 
occupy  her  old  suite  of  rooms  here,'  he  remarked 
with  a  return  of  his  old  imperiousness.  •  George 
has  given  the  orders  for  her.  /shall  not  change 
my  present  lodgings,  but,  of  course,  will  call 
"very  day.     Goodnight!' 
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CHAPTER  VI 

'HE  next  morning  Paul 
could  not  help  noticing 
an  increased  and  even 
exaggerated  respect 
paid  him  by  the  hotel 
attendants.  He  was 
asked  if  his  Excellency 
would  be  served  with 
breakfast  in  a  private 

,    — "": room,    and    his    con- 

descension  in  selecting  the  public  coffee-room 
struck  the  obsequious  chamberlain,  but  did  not 
prevent  him  from  preceding  Paul  backwards  to 
the  table,  and  summoning  a  waiter  to  attend 
specially  upon  •  milor '  Surmising  that  George 
and  the  Colonel  might  be  in  some  way  connected 
w.th  this  extravagance,  he  postponed  an  inves- 
tigation till  he  should  have  seen  them  again. 
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And,  although  he  hardly  dared  to  confess  it  to 

Verba  agam  fdly  preoccupied   his  thoughts 

he  L  p  '^^^"^  '--^  he  would  eventually^ee 
her  in  Europe,  m  some  vague  and  indefinite 
way  and  hou:  :  it  had  been  in  his  mind  wh  „ 
he  started  from  California.  Thatit  would  be!" 
soon,  and  m  such  a  simple  and  natural  manner, 
ne  Jiad  never  conceived. 

He  had  returned  from  his  morning  walk  to 
'llfj^nnen,  and  was  sitting  idly  in  his  room, 
when  there  was  a  knock  at  the  doo.-.  It  opened 
to  a  servant  bearing  a  salver  with  a  card.  Paul 
lifted  .t  wuh  a  slight  tremor,  not  at  the  engraved 
name  of -Maria  Concepcion  de  Arguellos  de  la 

It.     rT'  ^f  "■'  '^^  '•^'"^'"bered  school- 
g.rl  hand  that  had  pencilled  underneath  the 

words.w,shes  the  favour  of  an  audience  with 

orth!^s:i;f  '^^'^  '''—  ^~ 

Paul    looked    inquiringly  at    the   servant. 

Would  Excellency  walk  that  way  >     It  was  but 
a  step ;  m  effect,  the  next  apartment ' 

Paul  followed  him  into  the  ball  with  wonder- 
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•ng  Steps.  The  door  of  the  next  room  was 
open,  and  disclosed  a  handsomely  furnished 
salon  A  tall  graceful  figure  rose  quickly  from 
behmd  a  writing-table,  and  advanced  with  out- 
stretched hands  and  a  frank  yet  mischievous 
smile.     It  was  Verba. 

Standing  there  in  a  greyish  hat,  mantle,  and 
travelling  dress,  all  of  one  subdued  yet  alluring 
tone,  she  looked  ps  beautiful  as  when  he  had 
last  seen  her-and  yet-unlike.     For  a  brief 
bitter  moment  his  instincts    revolted   at  this 
iamihar  yielding  up  in  his  fair  countrywomen  of 
all  that  was  distinctively  original   in  them  to 
a  hen  tastes  and  habits,  and  he  resented  the 
plastic  yet  characterless  mobility  which  made 
Yerba's  Parisian  dress  and  European  manner 
ht  her  so  charmingly  and  yet  express  so  litde 
For  a  brief  critical  moment  he  remembered  the 
placid,  unchanging  simplicity  of  German  and 
the  inflexible  and  ingrained  reserve  of  English 
girihood,   in    opposition    to    this    indistinctive 
cosmopolitan  grace.     But  only  for  a  moment. 
As  soon  as  she  spoke,  a  certain  flavour  of  indi- 
viduality seemed  to  return  to  her  speech. 

'  Confess,'  she  said,  '  it  was  a  courageous 


■jh. 
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thing  for  me  to  do.     You  might  have  been 


somebody  else— a  real 


Excellency— or  Heaver 
It  is  worse,  in  your  new 


knows 

magnificence 

°  ' & "••-  •<-"g<JiLcii  one  ot 

your  oldest,  most  humble,  but  faithful  subjects  ' 
She  drew  back  and  made  him  a  mock  ceremo- 
nious curtsey,  that  even  in  its  charming  exag- 
geration suggested  to  Paul,  however,  that  she 
had  already  made  it  somewhere  seriously. 

'  But  what  does  it  all  mean  > '  he  asked 
smiling,  feeling  not  only  his  doubts  and  uneasi- 
ness vanish,  but  even  the  years  of  separation 
me  t  away  in  her  presence.  '  I  know  I  went  to 
bed  last  night  a  very  humble  individual,  and  yet 
1  seem  to  awaken  this  morning  a  very  exalted 
personage.  Am  I  really  Commander  of  the 
Faithful,  or  am  I  dreaming  ?  Might  I  trouble 
you,  as  my  predecessor  Abou  Hassan  did 
Sweethps,  to  bite  my  little  finger  ? ' 

'  Do  you  mean  to  say  you  have  not  seen 
the  Anzet^er?'  she  returned,  taking  a  small 
German  printed  sheet  from  the  table  and 
pointing  to  a  paragraph.  Paul  took  the  paper 
Certainly  there  was  the  plain  announcement 
among  the  arrivals  of  'His   Excellency  Paul 
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Hathaway,  Lord  Lieutenant  Governor  of  the 
Californias.'    A  light  flashed  upon  him. 

'  This  is  George's  work.  He  and  Colonel 
Pendleton  were  here  with  me  last  night' 

'  Then  you  have  seen  the  Colonel  already  ? ' 
she  said,  with  a  scarcely  perceptible  alteration 
of  expression,  which,  however,  struck  Paul. 

'  Yes.  I  met  him  at  the  theatre  last  evening.' 
He  was  about  to  plunge  into  an  animated 
description  of  the  Colonel's  indignation,  but 
checked  himself,  he  knew  not  why.  But  he 
was  thankful  the  next  moment  that  he  had. 

'Thac  accounts  for  everything,'  she  said, 
lifting  her  pretty  shoulders  with  a  slight  shrug 
of  weariness.  '  I  had  to  put  a  stop  to  George's 
talking  about  me  three  months  ago— his  ex- 
travagance is  something  too  awful.  And  the 
Colonel,  who  is  completely  in  his  hands- 
trusting  him  for  everything,  even  the  language 
— doesn't  see  it.' 

'  But  he  is  extravagant  in  the  praise  of  his 
friends  only,  and  you  certainly  justify  all  he  can 
say,' 

She  was  taking  off  her  hat,  and  stopped  for 
a  moment  to  look  at  him  thoughtfully,  with 
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forehead       D.d  the  Colonel  talk  much  about 

of  nn^V ''''  ,'''"•  ^"  ^"^''  ^  ^'^'■"k  we  talked 
o  nothmg  else.  He  has  told  me  of  your 
numphs  and  your  victims;  of  your  various 
campa,gns  and  your  conquests.  And  yet  J 
tt;:::Co:e'r--°'^-^"-andIamd^ 

yoa"d  do  something  for  me '      ^  ''"'^ 

'You  have  only  to  name  it" 

me  as  it  i  had  just  come  from  Calf 


~-  "V-  last  ir 

through-why,  then,  should 
over  what  didn''    concern 


last  met.     No— hea 


irme 


you  wish  to  talk 
you  at  the  time? 

P2 
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Promise    me    you  will  stop  this  reminiscent 
gossip,  and  I  promise  you  /  will  not  only  not 


Crossed  her  knees  with  her  hands  clasped  over  them 

bore  you  with  it,  but  take  care  that  it  is  not 
intruded  upon  you  by  others.  Make  yourself 
pleasant  to  me  by  talking  about  yourself  and 
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your  prospects — anything  but  me — and  I  will 
throw  over  those  Princes  and  Barons  that  the 
Colonel  has  raved  about  and  devote  myself  to 
you  while  you  are  here.  Does  that  suit  your 
Excellency?'  She  had  crossed  her  knees, 
and,  with  her  hands  clasped  over  them,  and  the 
toe  of  her  small  boot  advanced  behind  her  skirt, 
leaned  forward  in  the  attitude  he  remembered 
to  have  seen  her  take  in  the  summer-house  at 
Rosario. 

'  Perfectly,'  he  said. 
'  How  long  will  you  be  here  ? ' 
•  About  three  weeks  :  that,  I  believe,  is  the 
time  allotted  for  my  cure.' 

'  Are  you  really  ill,'  she  said  quietly,  •  or 
imagine  yourself  so  ? ' 

'  It  amounts  to  about  the  same  thing.  But 
my  cure  may  not  take  so  long,'  he  added,  fixing 
his  bright  eyes  upon  her. 

She  returned  his  gaze  thoughtfully,  and  they 
remained  looking  at  each  other  silently. 

'  Then  you  are  stronger  than  you  give  your- 
self credit  for.  That  is  very  often  the  case,'  she 
said  quietly.  '  There,'  she  added  in  another 
tone,  '  it  is  settled.     You  will  come  and  go  as 
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you  like,  using  this  salon  as  your  own      St.v 
wee     d,  Vha  lyouZ: 

snth       '"  'J'  '""'  '"^^  afternoon./  S 
sn  t  here  yet,  but  it  will  be  quite  proper  foryou 
o  accompany  me  on  horseback,   though    of 
course  couldn't  walk  a  hundred  ya^dfLn 
the  .^//..  together  unless  we  were  Irlolt' 

emo^o:/^'"'^'  ''"^  ™^'^'  ^-  -hout 

•  Colonel  Pendleton  should  have  added  that 
they  were  to  remain  here  overnight  7,  !. 
guests,'  she  said  composedly.     -  ITr  Z  ^ 
we  sVinll  K„  k    1   •     .        ^  "°'  °'  course, 

we  shall  be  back  m  time  for  dinner.  But  tha 
•s  nothmg  to  you.  You  have  only  to  be  rVadv 
at  three  o'clock.  I  will  see  that  the  ho^es  1' 
ordered.  I  often  ride  here,  and  the  peo^e 
know  my  tastes  and  habits.  We  will  h. 
pleasant  ride  and  a  good  C^^^ge Xr^ 

tCe  villa  T  '"t  V"'"  ^"'  '  '^'^'^"'  -'-of 
Ue  villa  where  I  have  been  staying.'  She 
held  out  her  hnn^   ,.,:.u    _    ,       .       /.^'       ^"^ 


held  out  her  hand  with  a  frank  girl 


lish  smile, 
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wC:,:yf"lfr-  Of  pleasure  f„ 

When  he  was  in  his  own  room  again,  he 

the  Colonel   until  after  his  ride  with  Verba. 

He  would  keep  his  word  so  far  as  to  aiLt 
from  a,,usK,n  to  her  family  or  her  past:  indeed. 

her  cotr;  '"'  ""^  ''^''^'-  -y  '«  ^'termin 
tJ:     t         °''  ^'"  ''^^  ^on^d^n^^  during 
those  two  hours  of  companionship.     He  wou"d 
accept  her  terms  fairly  ;  if  she  had  any  u  W 
design  m  her  advances,  he  would  detect  tTf 
she  had  the  least  concern  for  him,  she  cou  d  ;ot 
contmue  long  an  artificial  friendship.     But  he 
must  not  think  of  that ! 

By  absenting  himself  from   the  hotel  he 
managed  to  keep  clear  of  Pendleton  un^  the 
hour  arrived.     He  was  gi^tified  to  find  Y    ba 
m  the  simplest  and  most  sensible  of  hab  ts 
as  If  she  had  already  divined  his  tastes  and 

i'cry  prettily  accentuated  her 
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tall  graceful  figure,  and  Paul,  albeit,  like  most 
artistic  admirers  of  the  sex,  not  recognising  a 


Both  rode  well  and  natiimlly 


woman  on  a  horse  as  a  particularly  harmonious 
spectacle,  was  forced  to  admire  her.  Both  rode 
well  and  naturally— having  been  brought  up  in 
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the  same  Western  school— the  horses  recognised 
it,  and  instinctively  obeyed  them,  and  their 
conversation    had    the  easy  dehberation  and 
inflection    of  a  me-A-tite.     Paul,   in   view  of 
her  previous  hint,  talked  to  her  of  himself  and 
his  fortunes— of  which  she  appeared,  however, 
to  have  some  knowledge.      His  health   had 
obliged   him    lately   to   abandon   politics    and 
office ;  he  had  been  successful  in  some  ventures, 
and  had  become  a  junior  partner  in  a  bank  with 
foreign  correspondence.     She  listened  to  him 
for  some  time  with  interest  and  attention,  but  at 
last  her  face  became  abstracted  and  thoughtful. 
'  I  wish  I  were  a  man  ! '  she  said  suddenly. 

Paul  looked  at  her  quickly.  For  the  first 
time  he  detected  in  the  ring  of  her  voice  some- 
thing of  the  passionate  quality  he  fancied  he 
had  always  seen  in  her  face. 

'  Except  that  it  might  give  you  better  con- 
trol of  your  horse,  I  don't  see  why,'  said  Paul. 
'  And  I  don't  entirely  believe  you ' 
'Why.?' 

'  Because  no  woman  really  wishes  to  be  a 
man  unless  she  is  conscious  of  her  failure  as  a 
woman.' 


'«   ! 
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remark  was  worthy  the  usual  ardess  LiJetl 
.notation  to  a  co.phmen,  w  J  T?    Le" 
keep  to  the  subject  of  yourself.     Why    with 
your  poht.caI  influence,  don't  you  Zty'oZ^^M 
appo-nted    to  so.e  diplomatic  poUTjr 

dl  Z;  "'^  ^°"  ""^  "  diplomatist,  for 

'You  did  me  the  honour  to  believe-I  was 
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one  once,  when  I  was  simply  the  most  palpable 
ass  and  bungler  living,'  said  Paul,  bitterly 

She  was  still  sweetly  silent,  apparently 
preoccupied  m  smoothing  out  the  mane  of  her 
walkmg  horse.  '  Did  I  ?'  she  said  softly.  He 
drew  close  beside  her. 

*  How  different  the  vegetation  is  here  ,    -i 
what  It  is   with   us!'  she  said  with  nervous 
quickness,  directing  his  attention  to  the  grass 
road  beneath  them,  without  lifting  her  eyes. 
1  don  t  mean  what  is  cultivated-for  I  suppose 
•t  takes  centuries  to  make  the  lawns  they  have 
m  England-but  even  here  the  blades  of  grass 
seem  to  press  closer  together,  at  if  they  were 
crowded  or  overpopulated,  like  the  country  • 
and  this  forest,  which  has  been  always  wild 
and  was  a  hunting  park,  has  a  dlas^  look,  as  if 
•t  was  already  tired  of  the  unchanging  traditions 
and  monotony  around  it.     I  think  over  there 
Nature  affects  and  influences  us  :  here.  I  fancy 
It  is  Itself  affected  by  the  people.' 

'  I   think  a  good   deal   of  Nature  comes 
over  from  America  for  that  purpose.'  he  said 

'  And  I  think  you  are  breaking  your  promise 
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-besides  bemgagoose ! '  she  retorted  smartly. 
Neverthe  ess.  ior  some  occult  reason  they  both 
seemed  reheved  by  this  exquisite  witticism,  and 
trotted    on   amicably  together.      When   Paul 
Wted  h.s  eyes  to  hers  he  could  see  that  they 
were  suffused  with  a  tender  mischief,  as  of  a 
reprovmg  yet  secretly  admiring  sister,  and  her 
s.rangely  delicate   complexion  had  taken  on 
'^:eif  that  faint  Alpine  glow  that  was  more 
ot  an  illumination  than  a  colour.     '  There '  she 
said  gaily,  pointing  with  her  whip  as  the  wood 
opened  upon  a  glade  through  which  the  parted 
trees  showed  a  long  blue  curvature  of  distant 
hills,     you  see  that  white  thing  lying  like  a 
snowdrift  on  the  hills.?' 

'  Or  the  family  washing  on  a  hedge ' 
'  ^^  y^"  P'e^e.     Well,  that  is  the  villa ' 
'And  you  were  very  happy  there.?'  said 
i'aul,  watching  her  girlishly  animated  face. 

'Yes;  and  as  you  don't  ask  questions,  I'll 
tdl  you  why.  There  is  one  of  the  sweetest  old 
Iad.es  there  that  I  ever  met-the  perfection  of 
od-time  courtliness  with  all  the  motherishness 
of  a  German  woman.  She.  was  very  kind  to 
me.  and,  as  she  had  no  daughter  of  her  own  I 
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think  she  treated  r-.e  as  if  I  was  one.    At  least 
I  can  imagine  how  one  would  feel  to  ?er,  and 
what  a  woman  like  that  could  make  of  any  girl 
You  laugh,   Mr.   Hathaway,  you  don't  under- 
stand—but you  don't  know  what  an  advantage 
It  would  be  to  a  girl  to  have  a  mother  like  that 
and  know  that  she  could  fall  back  on  her  and 
hold  her  own  against  anybody.    She's  equipped 
from   the  start,  instead  of  being  handicapped 
Its  all  very  well  to  talk  about  the  value  of 
money.     It  can  give  you  everything  but  one 
thmg— the  power  to  do  without  it' 

'  I  think  its  purchasing  value  would  include 
even  the  gnadige  Frau,'  said  Paul,  who  had 
laughed  only  to  hide  the  uneasiness  that  Yerba's 
approach  to  the  tabooed  subject  had  revived  in 
him.     She  shook  her  head;  then,  recovering 
her  tone  of  gentle  banter,  said  :  '  There— I've 
made  a  confession.      If  the  Colonel  talks  to 
you  again  about  my  conquests,  you  will  know 
that  at  present  my  affections  are  centred  on  the 
B^-ron■s  mother.     I  admit  it's  a  strong  point  in 
h.s-m  anydociys—{a.^onr,  who   can   show  an 
unblemished  maternal  pedigree.     What  a  pity 
It  is  you  are  an  orphan,  like  myself,  Mr.  Hath- 


'=■  A  WARO  or  THE  aOLDE!.  OATB 

■'  "you,  like  p„te  ™?;,'L  tS«'"" 
-;S^^«:?lTr'■"-^•^«:. 
way  home.     It  is  fust  nff  k  "  ""'' 
But  if  you  wish    o  io  1             '  '°  ''^^  "gf^^- 

dismount  the  footer '5  "'''^^"  ^^^  '° 
/t  hasn't  anyt:^^,;^^^^^^^^^^^ 

leaked  over  the  guide- Jokojrtrhl''  ' 
you  cam^but  there  was  nothing     So  vo 
invent  what  you  Hke '  ^o  you  can 

-  g^ j;„,'':sr™™ra?!T* 
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climbed  the  slope  hand  in  hand  like  children. 
There  were  a  few  winding  broken  steps,  part 
of  a  fallen  archway,  a  ^.^^-  feet  of  vaulted  corridor, 


Tying  their  Iiorses  to  two  hushes 

a  sudden  breach-the  sky  beyond-and  that  was 
all !  Not  all— for  before  them,  overlooked  at  first 
lay  a  chasm  coverirn-  half  an  acre,  in  which  the 
whole  of  the  original  edifice— tower  turrets 
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depAs  and  angles,  with  here  and  there  like 
mushroon^s  from  a  dustheap.  a  score  of  t^s 
upspringing.  ^^^ 

'This  is  not  Time-but  gunpowder,'  said 

Tiin  J  at"r  T""  '  P"^P^'  °^  *^  -"  -nd 
gazmg  at  the  abyss,  with  a  slight  grimace. 

Verba       V     t  '"^.  ""'"'''=■  ^^'''^'"'y'  ^-^ 
I  r  H      ./  ,r^  '"''  "  '^^^"^  ^'^^  '•°-'l  before. 

L'ittTe        V"''"''  ^'^   ^'''^^'    -''^   ^ 

must  h  .  'T"'-  ^°"^^='-'  ^''-^^^-.^ 
must  have  happened  here.' 

at  th?r  "^'^-^r  ''''"  ""''^^y  '"  '^-  house 
at  the  t.me,  sa.d  Paul,  gravely.  The  family 
may  have  been  at  the  baths.'  ^ 

They   stood   dose   together,    their    elbows 
restmg    upon    the    broken    wall,  and   almos 
touchmg     Beyond  the  abyss  and  darker  fore 
hey  could  see  the  more  vividgreen  and  reguS 
lines   of  the  plane-trees  of  Strudle   Bad,   the 
ghtter  of  a  spire,  or  the  flash  of  a  dome.    From 
the   abyss   uself  arose   a  cool  odour  of  moist 

LT        T  ?'  r "'  °^  ^^"^  ""^^-  blossoms, 
and  around  the  baking  vines  on  the  hot  wal 
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the  hum  of  apparently  taskless  and  disappointed 
bees.  There  was  nobody  in  sight  in  the  forest 
road,  no  one  woriving  in  the  bordering  fields, 


Their  elbows  rested  upon  the  'jroken  wall 

and  no  suggestion  of  the  present.  There  might 
have  been  three  or  four  centuries  between  them 
and  Strudle  Bad. 


ii 


'^        A   WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE 
'The    legend  of  this    place,'    said    Paul 

tT'W'"'  '°"^  ^™-  '-J^-  1  oval 
ou  hne  o  ,he  cheek  so  near  his  own.  <is  sl^ 

dnatS T- ""  '"^'' "'"°-'--  but  L: 

sTephefd      H  \T  '"'^  '"^^'^  ^y  ^  «-P'« 
Shepherd      He  had  never  dared  to  syllable  his 

hopdess  affection,  or  claim  from  her  a  syllabled 

Hfh  7A    ^'°"''  -y  a  one-syllabled-tr 
He  had  followed  her  from  remote  lands,  dumWy 

her  mag.c  power  she  could  always  see  plainly 

depths  of  the  forest,  she  led  him  to  a  fair-seem 

offered  to  show  him  a  realisation  of  his  dr^rm 
But,  lo!  even  as  he  entered  the  stately  comd^; 

of  tht        .r  ty^^b^y°nd.'n  which  thewhole 
of  that  goodly  palace  lay  in  heaped  and  tanZ 

r::;?ho^?-^«'-^'---eTS 

stiiitoV''''  ^''^ "  ''"'^  ^^yfr°'"  i^'--,  but 

st.Il  holdmg  on  to  the  top  of  the  broken  waH 
w.th  one  slim    gauntleted    hand,   and  swu"" 
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herself  to  one  side,  while  she  surveyed  him 
with  smiling  parted  lips  and  conscious  eyelids. 
He  promptly  covered  her  hand  with  his  own, 
but  she  did  not  seem  to  notice  it. 

That  is  not  the  story,'  she  said,  in  a  faint 
voice  that  even  her  struggling  sauciness  could 
not  make  steadier.  '  The  true  story  is  called 
"The  Legend  of  the  Goose  Girl  of  Strudle  Bad 
and  the  enterprising  Gosling."  There  was  once 
a  goose-girl  of  the  plain  who  tried  honestly  to 
drive  her  geese  to  market,  but  one  eccentric 
and  wilful  gosling Mr.  Hathaway!  Stop- 
please — I  beg  you  let  me  go  ! ' 

He  had  caught  her  in  his  arms— the  one 
encircling  her  waist,  the  other  hand  still  grasping 
hers.  She  struggled,  half  laughing;  yielded 
for  a  breathless  moment  as  his  lips  brushed  her 
cheek,  and— threw  him  off.  'There!'  she 
said,  '  that  will  do :  the  story  was  not  illustrated.' 
'  But,  Verba,'  he  said,  with  passionate  eager- 
ness, '  hear  me— it  is  all  God's  truth— I  love 
you!' 

She  drew  back  farther,  shaking  the  dust  of 
the  wall  from  the  folds  of  her  habit.  Then, 
with  a  lower  voice  and  a  paler  cheek,  as  if  his 

Qa 
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lips  had  sent  her  blood  and  utterance  back  to 
her  heart,  she  said:  'Come.  let  us  go- 
•But  not  until  you've  heard  me,  Verba.' 

She  drew  back  still  farther.  'Yes'  she 
said.  •  or  I  shouldn't  be  here  now.  There'l  that 
n^ust  suffice  you.  And  if  you  wish  me  "til '" 
be  eve  you.  you  will  not  speak  of  this  again 
wh.^  we  are  out  together.  Come,  let  uTgo 
back  to  the  horses.'  ^ 

He  looked  at  her  with  all  his  soul.     She 
was  pale,  but  composed,  and-he  could  see- 
determmed.     He  followed  her  without  a  word 
She  accepted  his  hand  to  support  her  again 
down    the    slope    without    embarrassment"; 

S'T'.'T""-    '^^^  *^°'«  ««=«"«  through 
wh.ch  .she  had  just  passed  might  have  beS 

buned  m  the  abyss  and  ruins  behind  her.  ^ 
he  placed  her  foot  in  his  hand  to  remount,  and 
for  a  moment  rested  her  weight  upon  his 
shoulder,  her  brown  eyes  met  hfs  fSly  and 
without  a  tremor. 
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Nor  was  she  content  with  this.     As  Paul  at 
first  rode  on  silently,  his  heart  filled  with  un- 
satisfied yearning,  she  rallied  him  mischievously 
Was  It  kind  in  him  on  this,  their  first  day 
together,  to  sulk  in  this  fashion  ?    Was  it  a 
promise  for  their  future  excursions  ?    Did  he 
intend  to  carry  this  lugubrious  visage  through 
the  A//ee  and  up  to  the  courtyard  of  the  hotel, 
to  proclaim  his  sentimental  condition  to  the 
world  ?     At  least,  she  trusted  he  would  not 
show  it  to  Milly,  who  might  remember  that 
this  was  only  the  second  time  they  had  met  each 
other.    There  was  something  so  sweetly  reason- 
able in  this,  and  withal  not  without  a  certain 
hopefulness  for  the  future,  to  say  nothing  of 
the  half-mischievous,  half-reproachful  smileriiat 
accompanied  it,  that  Paul  exerted  himself,  and 
eventually  recovered  his  lost  gaiety.     When 
they  at  last  drew  up  in  the  courtyard,  with  the 
flush  of  youth  and  exercise  in  their  faces,  Paul 
felt  he  was  the  object  of  envy  to  the  loungers, 
and  of  fresh  gossip  to  Strudle  Bad.     It  struck 
him  less  pleasantly  that  two  dark  faces,  which 
had  been  previously  regarding  him  in  the  gloom 
of  the  corridor  and  vanished  as  he  approached, 
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reappeared  some   moments    later  in    Yerba's 
salon  as  Don  Caesar  and  Dofla  Anna,  with  a 
benignly    different    expression.      Dofta  Anna 
especially  greeted  him  with  so  much  of  the 
ostentatious  archness  of  a  confident  and  for- 
giving woman  to  a  momentarily  recreant  lover 
that  he  felt  absurdly  embarrassed  in  Yerba's 
presence.     He  was  thinking  how  he  could  ex- 
cuse himself,  when  he  noticed  a  beautiful  basket 
of  flowers  on  the  table  and  a  tiny  note  bearinjr 
a  Baron's  crest.     Yerba  had  put  it  aside  with- 
as  It  seemed  to  him  at  the  moment_an  almost 
too  pronounced  indifference-and  an  indifference 
that  was  strongly  contrasted  to  Doi^a  Anna's 
eagerly  expressed  enthusiasm  over  the  offering 
and  her  ultimate  supplications  to  Paul  and  her 
brother  to  admire  its  beauties  and  the  wonderibl 
taste  of  the  donor. 

All  this  seemed  so  incongruous  with  Paul's 
feelings,  and  above  all  with  the  recollection  of 
his  scene  with  Yerba,  that  he  excused  himself 
from  dimng  with  the  party,  alleging  an  engage- 
ment with  his  old  fellow-traveller  the  German 
officer,  whose  acquaintance  he  had  renewed 
Yerba  did  not  press  him  ;  he  even  fancied  she 
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looked  relieved.  Colonel  Pendleton  was  coming ; 
Paul  was  not  loth,  in  his  present  frame  of  mind, 
to  dispense  with  his  company.  A  conviction 
that  the  Colonel's  counsel  was  not  the  best  guide 


'  So  I  hear  you,  too,  are  a  conquest  of  the  beautiful  South  American ' 

for  Yerba,  and  that  in  some  vague  way  their 
interests  were  antagonistic,  had  begun  to  force 
itself  upon  him.     He  had  no  intention  of  beino- 
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disloyal  to  her  old  guardian,  but  he  felt  that 

t^^^hT"  r  ''""■'°-     "^'^  ^«  --  been  so 
h;        ^   r*""™'"  ^°"'''^'J  ^'  disclaimer 
He  was  lucky  in  finding  the  General  diTen 
gaged,  and  together  they  dined  .t  7 
and  <!n^n»  »u  •       ^       ^  ^"^  ^  restaurant 

and  spent  the  evening  at  the  JCursaal.  Later 
a  the  Residenz  Club,  the  General  leaned  o:' 
h.  beer-glass  and  smilingly  addressed  his  col 

bea:^lS^Cr:r^^--^--^the 

For  an  instant  Paul,  recognising  only  Dofia 
Anna  under  that  epithet,  looked  pulled 

Come,  my  friend."  said  the  General    r^ 
8-dmg  him  with  some  amusement."!  Z 
o  der  ,han  you.  yet  I  hardly  think  ZZ 

nave  ndden  out  with  <;iirl,  o       jj 
becoming  her  slavl''^^''^^^""'^""' 
Paul  felt  his  face  flush  in  spite  of  himself 

ur  increasmg  at  his  own  mention  of  that 
name  as  if  he  w^r..  ,•,«,,„  •      •  ^ 

ds     ne  were  imposmg  it  upon  his  honest 
companion.     '  She  is  an  «u  .        °"^^* 

mine_f.«m  o  ''^  acquaintance  of 

nune-from  my  own  State-California.' 
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•Ah,  so.'  said  the  General,  lifting  his  eye- 
brows in  profound  apology.  «A  thousand 
pardons.' 

'Surely,'  said  Paul,  with  a  desperate 
attempt  to  recover  his  equanimity,  'you  ought 
to  know  oiir  geography  better.' 

'So,  I  am  wrong.  But  still  the  name— 
Arguello— surely  that  is  not  American  >  Still, 
they  say  she  has  no  accent,  and  does  not  look 
like  a  Mexican.' 

For  an  instant  Paul  was  superstitiously 
struck  wif',  the  fatal  infelicity  of  Yerba's 
select-  of  a  foreign  name,  that  now  seemed 
onlyt  nvite  that  comment  and  criticisn.  vhich 
she  should  have  avoided.  Nor  could  he  ex- 
plain it  at  length  to  the  General  without  assist- 
ing and  accentuating  the  deception,  which  he 
was  always  hoping  in  some  vague  way  to  bring 
to  an  end.  He  was  sorry  he  had  corrected  the 
General ;  he  was  furious  that  he  had  allowed 
liimself  to  be  confused. 

Happily  his  companion  had  misinterpreted 
hb  annoyance,  and  with  impulsive  German 
friendship  threw  himself  into  what  he  believed 
to  be  Paul's  feelings.     '  Donnerwetter  I    Your 
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beautiful  countrywoman  is  made  the  subject  of 
curiosity  just  because  that  stupid  Baron  is  per- 
sistent in  his  serious  attentions.     That  is  quite 
enough,  my  good  friend,  to  make  Klatscken  here 
among  those  animals  who  do  not  understand 
the  freedom  of  an  American  girl,  or  that  an 
heiress  may  have  something  else  to  do  with  her 
money  than  to  expend  it  on  the  Baron's  mort- 
gages.     But '-he    stopped,   and   his  simple, 
honest  face  assumed  an  air  of  profound  and 
sagacious  cunning-'  1  am  glad  to  talk  about  it 
with  you,  who,  of  course,  are  perfectly  familiar 
with  the  affair.     I  shall  now  be  able  to  know 
what  to  say.     My  word,  my  friend,  has  some 
weight  here,  and  I  shall  use  it.     And  now  you 
shall  tell  me  who  is  our  lovely  friend,  and  who 
were  her  parents  and  her  kindred  in  her  own 
home.     Her  associates  here,  you  possibly  know 
are  an  impossible  Colonel  and  his  never-before- 
approached  valet,  with  some  South  American 
Indian  planters,  and,  I  believe,  a  pork-butcher's 
daughter.      But  of  them-\,  makes  nothing, 
lell  me  of  ^r  people.' 

With  his  kindly  seriou.'  face  within  a  few 
inches  of  Paul's,  and  sympathising  curiosity 
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beaming  from  his  pince-nez,  he  obliged  the 
wretched  and  conscious-stricken  Hathaway  to 
respond  with  a  detailed  account  of  Yerba's 
parentage  as  projected  by  herself  and  indorsed 
by  Colonel  Pendleton.  He  dwelt  somewhat 
particularly  on  the  romantic  character  of  the 
Trust,  hoping  to  draw  the  General's  attention 
away  from  the  question  of  relationship,  but  he 
was  chagrined  to  find  that  the  honest  warrior 
evidently  confounded  the  Trust  with  some 
eleemosynary  institution  and  sympathetically 
glossed  it  over.  <0f  course,'  he  said,  'the 
Mexican  Minister  at  Berlin  would  know  all 
about  the  Arguello  family :  so  there  would  be 
no  question  there.' 

Paul  was  not  sorry  when  the  time  came  to 
Uke  leave  of  his  friend;  but,  once  again  in 
the  clear  moonlight  and  fresh,  balmy  air  of 
the  Allde,  he  forgot  the  unpleasantness  of  the 
interview.  He  found  himself  thinking  only  of 
his  ride  with  Verba.  Well !  he  had  told  her 
that  he  loved  her.  She  knew  it  now,  and, 
although  she  had  forbidden  him  to  speak 
further,  she  had  not  wholly  rejected  it.  It 
must    be    her    morbid    consciousness   of   the 
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*a.  she  would  noTdw""!*  £  TT 

to  remove  all  obstacles-to  prevail  ,Tn      I 
leave  thJc  r.i  ,  Prevail  upon  her  to 

ieave  this  place  and  return  to  America  wl 

waist    Dy   the    crumbling    wall     anri    K.-o         1 

grew  languid,   only  to  lean  fi  I  P"''"' 

moment  with   more  A      ^  "■  "^^  "^« 
•I   witn    more  desperate   resolve       i-r 

would  win  her,  come  what  mayT  h!"        ,1 

even    now    handicapped    by    a    n^en    .   ^"^ 
promise  he  1,=.^     •        ,  .  Preposterous 

pomise  he  had  given  him!     Yes    she  «,=> 
nght  to  hesitafP_f^  •  '       ^  ^^ 

s      lo  nesitate-to  question  his  ability  to 
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make  her  happy!     He  had  found  her  here 
surrounded  by  stupidity  and  cupidity-to  give 
It  no  other  name-so  patent  that  she  was  the 
common  gossip,  and  had  offered  nothing  but 
a  boyish  declaration!    As  he  strode  into  the 
hotel  that  night,  it  was  well  that  he  did  not 
meet  the  unfortunate  Colonel  on  the  staircase ' 
It  was  very  late,  although  there  was  still 
visible  a  light  in  Yerba's  salon,  shining  on  her 
balcony,  which  extended  before  and  included 
his  own  window.     From  time  to  time  he  could 
hear  the  murmur  of  voices.     It  was  too  late  to 
avan  himself  of  the  invitation  to  join  them 
even  if  his  frame  of  mind  had  permitted  it.' 
He  was  too  nervous  and  excited  to  go  to  bed 
and,  without  lighting  his  candle,  he  opened  the 
French  window  that  gave  upon  the  balcony 
drew  a  chair  in  the  recess  behind  the  curtain' 
and  gazed  upon  the  night.     It  was  very  quiet  • 
the  moon  was  high,  the  square  was  sleeping  in  a 
trance  of  chequered  shadows,  like  a  gigantic 
chessboard,  with  black  foreshortened  trees  for 
pawns.      The  click  of  a  cavalry  sabre,   the 
sound  of  a  footfall  on  the  pavement  of  the 
distant  Konigsstrasse  were  distinctly  audible  • 
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a  far-off  railway  whistle  was  startling  in  its 
abruptness.     In  the  midst  of  this  calm  the 
opening  of  the  door  of  the  salon,  with  the 
sudden  uplifting  of  voices  in  the  hall,  told  Paul 
that  Yerba's  guests  were  leaving.     He  heard 
Dofla    Anna's    arch    accents— arch     even    to 
Colonel   Pendleton's  monotonous  baritone  I— 
Milly's  high,  rapid  utterances,  the  suave  falsetto 
of  Don  Caesar,  and  her  voice,  he  thought  a 
trifle  wearied— the  sound  of  retiring  footsteps, 
and  all  was  still  again. 

So  still  that  the  rhythmic  beat  of  the  distant 
waltz  returned  to  him,  with  a  distinctiveness 
that  he  could  idly  follow.  He  thought  of 
Rosario  and  the  rose-breath  of  the  open  win- 
dows with  a  strange  longing,  and  remembered 
the  half-stifled  sweetness  of  her  happy  voice 
rising  with  it  from  the  verandah.  Why  had 
he  ever  let  it  pass  from  him  then,  and  waft  its 

fragrance    elsewhere?    Why What    was 

that } 

The  slight  turning  of  a  latch  !  The  creak- 
ing of  the  French  window  of  the  salon,  and 
somebody  had  slipped  softly  half  out  on  the 
balcony.      His  heart  stopped  beating.     From 
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his  position  in  the  recess  of  his  own  window, 
with  his  back  to  the  partition  ol  the  salon,  he 
could  see  nothing.  Yet  he  did  not  dare  to 
move.  For  with  the  quickened  senses  of  a 
lover  he  felt  the  diffused  and  perfumed  aura  of 
her  presence,  of  her  garments,  of  her  flesh 
flow  in  upon  him  through  the  open  window, 

and  possess  his  whole  breathless  being!      It 

was  she !     Like  him,  perhaps,  longing  to  enjoy 

the  perfect  night — like  him,  perhaps,  thinking 

of 

'  So  you  ar-range  to  get  rid  of  me — ha ! 

lik  thees  ?    To  tur-rn  me  off  from  your  heels 

like  a  dog  who  have  follow  you — but  without  a 

word — without  a — a — thanks — without  a  'ope ! 

Ah  I — we  have  ser-rved  you — me  and  my  sister; 

we  are  the  or-range  dry — now  we  can  go! 

Like  the  old  shoe,  we  are  to  be  "flung  away ! 

Good!     But    I    am   here   again — you   see.     I 

shall  speak,  and  you  shall  hear-r.' 

Don  Caesar's  voice — alone  with  her !     Paul 

gripped  his  chair  and  sat  upright. 

'  Stop !  Stay  where  you  are !  How  dared 
you  return  here  ? '  It  was  Yerba's  voice,  on 
the  balcony,  low  and  distinct. 
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•  Shut  the  window !  I  shall  speak  with  you 
what  you  will  not  the  world  to  hear.' 

'  I  prefer  to  keep  where  I  am,  since  you 
have  crept  into  this  room  like  a  thief." 

'A   thief!      Good!'      He    broke    out    in 

i>pamsh,  and,  as  if  no  longer  fearful  of  being 

overheard,    had  evidently   drawn    nearer  the 

wmdow.     .A  thief.     Hal  mu^  iueno-butitis 

not/  you  understand-I.  C^sar  Briones,  who 

am  the  thief!    No'     It  i<5  fhai-  o, 

*'  's   tnat  swaggenni? 

espaOacAtn-thatM/arroH  of  a  Colonel  Pen 
dleton— that  pattern  of  an  official,  Mr.  Hath- 
away—that  most  beautiful  heiress  of  the  Cali 
fornias,  Miss  ^rpte/Zo—that  are  thieves  I  Y-  ■ 
-of  a  name-Miss  Arguello-of  a  name !  The 
name  of  Arguello ! ' 
Paul  rose  to  his  feet. 

'Ah,  so!  You  start-you  turn  pale-you 
flash  your  eyes,  Seilora,  but  you  think  you  have 
deceived  me  all  these  years.  You  think  I  did 
not  see  your  ;.ame  at  Rosario-yes,  even  when 
that  foolish  Castro  mucAacAa  first  put  that 
Idea  in  your  head.  Who  furnished  you  the 
facts  you  wanted.?  I_Mother  of  God  I- 
sucA/acis  ./-I,  who  knew  the  Arguello  pedigree 
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~I,  who  know  it  was  as  impossible  for  you  to 
be  a  daughter  of  them  as_what  ?  let  me  think 
as-as  ,t  IS  impossible  for  you  to  be  the  wife 
ot  that  Baron  whom  you  would  deceive  with 
the  rest!  Ah,  yes;  it  was  a  high  flight  for  you, 
Mees-Mees-Dofia  Fulana-a  noble  game  for 
you  to  bnng  down  I ' 

Why  did  she  did  not  speak?  What  was 
she  domg?  If  she  had  but  uttered  a  single 
word  of  protest,  of  angry  dismissal,  Paul  would 
have  flown  to  her  side.  It  could  not  be  the 
paralyses  of  personal  fear:  the  balcony  was 
wide;  she  could  easily  pass  to  the  end;  she 
could  even  see  his  open  window. 

'  Why  did  I  do  this  1    Because  I  loved  you, 
befiora-and  you  knew  it  1    Ah  I  you  can  turn 
your  face  away  now;  vou  can  pretend  to  mis- 
understand me,  as  you  did  a  moment  ago  ;  you 
can  part  from  me  now  like  a  mereacquaintance- 
but  It  was  not  always  so  !     No,  it  was^.«  who 
brought  me  here;  your  eyes  that  smiled  into 
mme-and  drove  home  the  Colonels  re-'.est 
that  I  and  my  sister  should  accompany  you. 
God !  I  was  weak  then  !     You  smile,  Sefiora ; 
you  thmk  you  have  succeeded-you  and  you^ 
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pompous  Colonel  and  your  clever  Governor' 
You  think  you  have  compromised  me,  and 
perjured  me,  because  of  this.  You  are  wrong  I 
You  thmk  I  dare  not  speak  to  this  puppet  of  a 
Baron,  and  that  I  have  no  proofs.  You  are 
wrong ! ' 

•And  even  if  you  can  produce  them,  what 
care  I  }  said  Yerba,  unexpectedly,  yet  in  a 
voice  so  free  from  excitement  and  passion  that 
the  weariness  which  Paul  had  at  first  noticed 
seemed  to  be  the  only  dominant  tone.  •  Sup- 
pose you  prove  that  I  am  not  an  Arguello. 
Good  !  You  have  yet  to  show  that  a  connection 
with  any  of  your  race  would  be  anything  but  a 
disgrace.' 

'Ah!  you  defy  me.  little  one  I    Caram6a\ 
Listen,  then!    You  do  not  know  all!    When 
you  thought  I  was  only  helping  you  to  fabricate 
your  claim  to  the  Arguellos'  name,  I  was  finding 
out  w&oyou  really  were  I     Ah!     It  was  not 
so  difficult  as  you  fondly  hope,  Sefiora.     We 
were  not  all  brutes  and  fools  in  the  early  days 
though  we  stood  aside  to  let  your  people  run 
their  vulgar  course.     It  was  your  hired  bully- 
your  respected  guardian-this  dog  of  an  es^a- 


'wm.m^M^^.iMr^ :^  a/* 


A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE  ^43 

Chin  who  let  out  a  hint  of  the  secret-with  a 
pnck  of  his  blade-and  a  scandal.  One  of  L 
peon  women  was  a  servant  at  the  convent  when 
you  were  a  child,  and  recognised  the  woman 

who  put  you  there  and  came  to  see  you  as  a 
'nend.     She  overheard  the   Mother  Superior 

was  lef   for  you  to  wear.     Ah!  you  begin  to 

beheve  When,  had  put  this  and  thft  to- 
gether I  found  that  Pep;.,  could  not  ident  fy 
you  wuh  the  child  that  she  had  seen.  But  you 
Seflora,  youj,.«^W/ supplied  the  missing  proof  I 
Yes!  you  supplied  it  with  the  necklace x\,^t  you 
wore  that  evening  at  Rosario.  when  you  wished 
to  do  honour  to  this  young  Hathaway-the 
guardian  who  had  always  thrown  you  off!  Ah  ^ 
you  now  suspect  why,  perhaps !  It  was  your 
mothers  ne  .klace  that  you  wore,  and  you  said 

dentify  u  ;  to  watch  through  the  window  from 
the  garden  when  you  were  wearing  it;  to  make 
Jt  sure  as  the  Creed.  I  sent  her  to  your  room 
^ite  that  mght  when  you  had  changed  your 
ciress  that  she  might  examine  it  among  vcur 
jewels.     And  she  did-and  will  swear-look 
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you  \—swear  that  it  is  the  one  given  you  as  a 
child  by  the  woman  at  the  convent,  who  was 
your  mother !  And  who  was  that  woman— eh  ? 
Who  was  the  mother  of  the  Arguello  de  la 
Verba  Buena  ?_who  this  noble  ancestress  ? ' 

'Excuse  me— but  perhaps  you  are  not 
aware  that  you  are  raising  your  voice  in  a  lady's 
drawing-room,  and  that,  although  you  are 
speaking  a  language  no  one  here  understands, 
yju  are  disturbing  the  hotel." 

It  was  Paul,  quiet,  pale  in  the  moonlight, 
erect  on  the  balcony  before  the  window.     As 
Verba,  with  a  start,  retreated  quickly  into  the 
room,  Don  Caesar  stepped  forward  angrily  and 
suspiciously  towards  the  window.     He  had  his 
hand  reached  forward  towards  the  handle  as  if 
to  close  the  swinging  sash  against  the  intruder, 
when  in  an  instant  he  was  seized  by  Paul, 
tightly  locked  in  a  desperate  grip,  and  whirled 
out  on  the  balcony.     Before  he  could    gain 
breath   to  utter  a  cry,  Hathaway  had  passed 
his  right  arm  around   the   Mexican's  throat, 
effectively  stopping  his  utterance,  and,  with  a 
supreme  effort  of  strength,  dragged  him  along 
the  wall,  falling  with  him  into  the  open  window 
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of  his  own  room.  As  he  did  so,  to  his  inex- 
pressible relief  he  heard  the  sash  closed  and 
the  bolt  drawn  of  the  salon  window,  and  re- 
gained his  feet,  collected,  quiet,  and  trium- 
phant. 

'  I  am  sorry,'  he  said,  coolly  dusting  his 
clothes,  '  to  have  been  obliged  to  change  the 
scene  of  this  discussion  so  roughly,  but  you 
will  observe  that  you  can  speak  more  freely 
/tere,  and  that  any  altercation  we  may  have  in 
this  room  will  be  less  likely  to  attract  com- 
ment.' 

'  Assassin ! '  said  Don  Cssar,  chokingly,  as 
he  struggled  to  his  feet. 

'  Thank  you.  Relieve  your  feelings  as  much 
as  you  like  here ;  in  fact,  if  you  would  speak  a 
httle  louder  you  would  oblige  me.  The  guests 
are  beginning  to  be  awake,'  continued  Paul, 
with  a  wicked  smile,  indicating  the  noise  of  an 
opening  door  and  footsteps  in  the  passage, 
'and  are  now  able  to  locate  without  difficulty 
the  scene  of  the  disturbance." 

Briones  apparently  understood  his  meaning, 
and  the  success  of  his  stratagem.  •  You  think 
you  have  saved  her  from  disgrace,'  he  said 
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With  a  livid  smile,  in  a  lower  tone  and  a 
desperate  attempt  to  imitate  Paul's  coolness. 
For  the  present-ah-yees!  perhaps  in  this 
hotel  and  this  evening.  But  you  have  not 
stop  my  mouth  for-  a-to-morrow-and  the 
whole  world,  Mr.  Hathaway.' 

'Well,'  said  Paul,  looking  at  him  critically, 
I  don  t  know  about  that.     Of  course,  there's 
the  equal  chance  that  you  may  kill  me-but 
that's  a  question  for  to-morrow,  too.' 

The  Mexican  cast  a  quick  glance  at  the 
door  and  window.  Paul,  as  if  carelessly 
changed  the  key  of  the  former  from  one  pocket 
to  the  other,  and  stepped  before  the  window. 

'  So  this  is  a  plot  to  murder  me.  Have  a 
care  I  You  are  not  in  your  own  brigand 
California  I ' 

'  If  you  think  so,  alarm  the  house  They  will 
find  us  quarrelling,  and  you  will  only  precipi- 
tate matters  by  receiving  the  insult  that  will 
make  you  fight— before  them.' 

'I  am  r-ready,  Sir,  when  and  where  you 
will,  said  Briones,  with  a  swaggering  air  but  a 
shifting,  lurtive  eye.     '  Open_a— the  door.' 

•Pardon  me.      We  will   leave  this  room 
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together  in  an  hour  for  the  station.  We  will 
board  the  night  express  that  will  take  us  in 
three  hours  beyond  the  frontier,  where  we  can 
each  find  a  friend.' 

'  But  my  affairs  here— my  sister— I  must 
see  her.' 

'  You  shall  write  a  note  to  her  at  that  table, 
saying  that  important  business— a  despatch- 
has  called  you  away,  and  we  will  leave  it  with 
the  porter  to  be  delivered  in  the  morning:  Or 
—I  do  not  restrict  >'ou— you  can  say  what  you 
like,  provided  she  don't  get  it  until  we  have 
left.' 

'  And  you  make  of  me  a  prisoner.  Sir  } ' 

'  No ;  a  visitor,  Don  Caesar— a  visitor  whose 
conversation  is  so  interesting  that  I  am  forced 
to  detain  him  to  hear  more.  You  can  pass 
the  time  pleasantly  by  finishing  the  story  I  was 
obliged  to  interrupt  a  moment  ago.  Do  you 
know  this  mother  of  Miss  Yerba,  of  whom 
you  spoke  ? ' 

'  That's  m— my  affair,' 

'  That  means  you  don't  know  her.  If  you 
did,  you'ld  have  had  her  within  call.  And,  as 
she  is  the  only  person  who  is  able  to  say  that 
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Miss  Verba  L  not  an  Arguello,  you  have  been 
very  remiss.' 

'  Ah,   bah !    I  am  not  one  of  your — a 

lawyers.' 

'No;  or  you  would  know  that,  with  no 
better  evidence  than  you  have,  you  might  be 
sued  for  slander.' 

•Ah!  Why  does  not  Miss  Verba  sue. 
then  > ' 

'  Because  she  probably  expects  that  some- 
body will  shoot  you." 

'  As  ^ou,  for  instance  } ' 
•Perhaps.' 

•And  if  you  do  not— eh?  you  have  not 
stop  my  mouth,  but  your  own.  And  if  you  rtb, 
you  help  her  to  marry  the  Baron,  your  rival. 
Vou  are  not  wise,  friend  Hathaway.' 

May  I  remind  you  that  you  have  not  yet 
written  to  your  sister,  and  you  may  prefer  to  do 
it  carefully  and  deliberately  ? ' 

Don  Caesar  arose  with  a  vindictive  glance 
at  Paul,  and  pulled  a  chair  before  the  table,  as 
the  latter  placed  pen,  ink,  and  paper  before 
him.  '  Take  your  time,"  he  added,  folding  his 
arms  and  walking  towards  the  window.     '  Say 
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wliat  you  like,  and  don't  let  my  presence  restrain 
you.' 

The  Mexican  began  to  write  furiously,  then 
spasmodically,  then  slowly  and  reluctantly.  '  I 
war-r-n  you,  I  shall  expose  all,'  he  said  suddenly. 

'  As  you  please.' 

'  And  shall  say  that  if  I  disappear,  you  are 
my  murderer — you  understand — my  murderer  ! ' 

'  Don't  consult  me  on  a  question  of  epithets, 
but  go  on.' 

Don  Caesar  recommenced  his  writing  with  a 
malign  smile.  There  was  a  sudden  sharp  rap 
at  the  door. 

Don  Caesar  leaped  to  his  feet,  grasped  his 
papers,  and  rushed  to  the  door  ;  but  Paul  was 
before  him.     '  Who  is  there  ? '  he  demanded. 

'  Pendleton.' 

At  the  sound  of  the  Colonel's  voice  Don 
Caesar  fell  back.  Paul  opened  the  door,  ad- 
mitted the  tall  figure  of  the  Colonel,  and  was 
about  to  turn  the  key  again.  But  Pendleton 
lifted  his  hand  in  grim  deprecation. 

'  That  will  do,'  Mr.  Hathaway.  '  I  know  all. 
But  I  wish  to  speak  with  Briones  elsewhere, 
alone.' 
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'  Excuse  me.  Colonel  Pendleton,'  said  Paul 
firmly,  -but  I  have  the  prior  claim.     Wonis 


■Thalwilldo,  Mr.  Hathaway,  I  know  .II. 


have  passed  between  this  gentleman  and  myself 
wh.chwearenowonourwaytothestation'id 
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the  frontier  to  settle.  If  you  are  willing  to  ac- 
company us,  I  shall  give  you  every  opportunity 
to  converse  with  him  alone,  and  arrange  what- 
ever business  you  may  have  with  him,  provided 
it  does  not  interfere  with  mine.' 

'  My  business,'  said  Pendleton,  '  is  of  a  per- 
sonal nature,  that  will  not  interfere  with  any 
claim  of  yours  that  Mr.  Briones  may  choose  to 
admit,  but  is  of  a  private  quality  that  must  be 
transacted  between  us  now.'      His  face  was 
pale,  and  his  voice,  although  steady  and  self- 
controlled,  had  that  same  strange  suggestion  of 
sudden  age  in  it  which  Paul  had  before  noticed. 
Whether  Don  Cxsar  detected  it,  or  whether 
he  had  some  other  instinctive  appreciation  of 
greater    security,   Paul    could    not    tell.      He 
seemed  to  recover  his  swagger  again,  as  he 
said — 

'  I  shall  hear  what  Colonel  Pendleton  has 
to  say  first.  But  I  shall  hold  myself  in  readi- 
ness to  meet  you  afterwards— you  shall  not 
fear,  Sir!' 

Paul  remained  look^T  from  the  one  to 
the  other  without  speaking.  It  was  Don  Ceesar 
who  returned  his  glance  boldly  and  defiantly, 
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Colonel  Pendleton  who,  with  thin  white  fingers 
puling  his  moustache,  evaded  it.  Then  Ll 
unlocked  the  door,  and  said  slowly:  'In  five 
mmutes  I  leave  this  house  for  the' tation 
shal  wait  there  until  the  train  arrives.  If  this 
gentleman  does  not  join  me,  I  shall  be  better 

•  And  I  tell  to  you.  Meester  Hathaway.  Sir ' 
sa.d  Don  Casa,  striking  an  attitude  fn  th; 

IT;  Ir  '''"  '°  ^  ^  Please-a..^,,, 
—and  shall  beg .' 

ii-ternal  burst    out   Pendleton,  suddenly 

shlT  'r  ''^  ^'^'"  ^^"^  -  '"^^  Mexican^' 
shoulder.     He  stopped  as  suddenly.     <  Gentle- 
men, this  .s  childish.     Go.  Sir !  ■  to  Don  ciar 
pomtmg  w,th  a  gaunt  white  finger  into  the 
darkened    hall.      '1    ,„    folW^ou.       m/ 
Hathaway,  as  an  older  man,  and  one  who  has 
seen  a  good  deal  of  foolish  altercation,  I  regret 
Sir,  deeply  regret,  to  be  a  witness  to  this  bel' 
I'gerent  quality  in  a  law-maker  and  a  pubhc 
man;  and  I   must  deprecate.  Sir-deprecat^ 
your  demand  on  that  gentleman  for  wha     „' 


A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE         253 

the  folly  of  youth,   you  are  pleased    to  call 
personal  satisfaction.' 


Prepared  to  follow  them 


As  he  moved  with  dignity  out  of  the  room, 
Paul  remained  blankly  staring  after  him.  Was 
it  all  a  dream  i>— or  was  this  Colonel  Pendleton, 
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the  duellist  ?     Had  the  old  man  gone  crazy,  or 
was  he  merely  acting  to  veil  some  wild  purpose  ? 
H,s  sudden  arrival  showed  that  Verba  must 
have  sent  for  him  and  told  him  of  Don  Caesar's 
hreats:  would  he  be  wild  enough  to  attempt 
to  strangle  the  man  in  some  remote  room  or 
m  the  darkness  of  the  passage  ?     He  stepped 
softly  mto  the  halh   he  could  still  hear  the 
double  tread  of  the  two  men :  they  had  reached 
the  staircase-they  were  descending!    He  heard 
the  drowsy  accents  of  the  night  porter  and  the 
swmgmg  of  the  door-they  were  in  the  street  I 
Wherever  they  were  going,   or  for  what 
purpose,  /..  must  be  at  the  station,  as  he  had 
warned  them  he  would  be.     He  hastily  threw 
a  few  thmgs  into  his  valise,  and  prepared  to 
fo  low  them.      When  he  went  downstairs  he 
informed  the  porter  that  owing  to  an  urgent 

call  of  busmess  he  should  try  to  catch  the 
through  express  at  three  o'clock,  but  they  must 
retam  h,s  room  and  luggage  until  they  heard 
from  h.n,.  He  reinembered  Don  Cesar's  letter 
Had  either  of  the  gentlemen,  his  friends  who 
had  just  gone  out,  left  a  letter  or  message.? 
No,  Excellency;  the  gentlemen  were  talking 
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earnestly-he  believed,  in  the  South  American 
language— and  had  not  spoken  to  !  '  \ 


He  informed  the  porter  that  owing  to  a  call  of  business  he  should 
try  and  catch  the  express 

Perhaps  it  was  this  that  reminded  Paul,  as 


t^*4«#*»'-f. 


«56  A  IVARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE 

he  crossed  the  square  again,  that  he  had  made 
no  preparation  for  any  possible  fatal  issue  to 
himself  m  this  adventure.     She  would  know  it 
however,  and  why  he  had  undertaken  it.     He 
tned  to  think  that  perhaps  some  interest  in 
himself  had  prompted  her  to  send  the  Colonel 
to  him      Yet,  nnngled  with  this  was  an  odd 
sense  of  a  certain  ridiculousness  in  his  position  • 
here   was   the    absurdity   of   his    prospective 
antagonist  being  even  now  in  confidential  con- 

w""  r''!!  f  °""  ^"'"^  ^"^  ^"y-  -hose 
functions  he  had  usurped,  and  in  whose  interests 
he  was  about  to  risk  his  life.  And  as  he  walked 
away  through  the  silent  streets  the  conviction 
more  than  once  was  forced  upon  him  that  he 
was  going  to  an  appointment  that  would  not  be 
kept. 

He  reached  the  station  some  ten  minutes 
before  the  train  was  due.  Two  or  three  half- 
drowsy,  wrapped-up  passengers  were  already 
on  the  platform;  but  neither  Don  Casar  nor 
Colonel  Pendleton  was  among  them.  He  ex- 
plored the  waiting-rooms  and  even  the  half-lit 
buffet  but  with  no  better  success.  Telling  the 
Bahnhof  Inspector  that  his  passage  was  only 
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contingent  upon  the  arrival  of  one  or   two 
companions,  and  describing  them  minutely  to 
prevent  mistakes,  he  began  gloomily  to  pace 
before  the  ticket-office.    Five  minutes  passed- 
the  number  of  passengers  did  not  increase  ;  t»n 
mmutes;  a  distant  shriek-the  hoarse  inquiry 
of  the  inspector-had  the  Herr's  companions 
ytt  gekommtf  the  sudden  glare  of  a  Cyclopean 
eye  m  the  darkness,  the  on-gliding  of  the  long- 
jomted  and  gleaming-spotted  serpent,  the  train 
-a  hurried  glance  around  the  platform,  one  or 
two  guttural  orders,  the  slamming  of  doors,  the 
remountmg    of    black-uniformed    figures    like 
caryatides  along    the  vtarchefUds,   a  puff  of 
vapour,  and    the    train  had  come  and  gone 
without  them. 

Yet  he  would  give  his  adversary  fifteen 
minutes  more  to  allow  for  accident  or  delay  or  the 
possible  arrival  of  the  Colonel  with  an  explana- 
tion, and  recommenced  his  gloomy  pacing,  as 
the  Bahnhof  sank  back  into  half-lit  repose 
At  the  end  of  five  minutes  there  was  another 
shriek^  Paul  turned  quickly  to  the  inspector. 
Ah.  then,  there  was  another  train  ?  No  •  it 
was  only  the  up  express  for  Basle,  going  'the 
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Other  way  and  stopping  at  the  Nord  Station, 
half  a  mile  away.  It  would  rot  stop  here,  but 
the  Herr  would  see  it  pass  in  a  few  moments  at 
luJl  speed. 

It  came  presently,  with  a  prolonged  despair- 
ing shnek,  out  of  tne  darkness;  a  flash,  a  rush 
and  roar  at  his  side,  a  plunge  into  the  darkness 
agam  wuh  the  same  despairing  cry  ;  a  flutter  of 
somethmg  white  from  one  of  the  windows,  like 
a  loosened  curtain,  that  at  last  seemed  to  detach 
Itself,   and,   after  a  wild    attempt    to    follow, 
suddenly  soared  aloft,  whirled  over  and  over 
dropped,  and  drifted  slowly,  slantwise,  to  the 
ground. 

The  inspector  had  seen  it,  ran  down  the 
line,  and  picked  it  up.     Then  he  returned  with 
It  to  Paul  with  a  look  of  sympathising  concern 
It  was  a  lady's  handkerchief,  evidently  son  e 
signal  waved  to  the  well-bom  Herr,  who  was 
the    only  passenger    on    the    platform.      So 
possibly,  it  might  be  from  his  friends,  who  by 
some  stupid  mischance  had  gone  to  the  wrong 
station,    &nA  —  Gott    im    Himmell ~\t    was 
hideously  stupid,   yet    possible,    got    on    the 
wrong  train  I 
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thought  u  u>as  possible.     No;  he  wouMnot 
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telegraph    to    the  next  statfoa-nct  vet    h 
would  inquire.  yet— he 
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He  walked  quickly  away,  reaching  the 
hotel  breathlessly,  yet  in  a  space  that  seemed 
all  too  brief  for  his  disconnected  thought. 
There  were  signs  of  animation  in  the  hall,  and 
an  empty  carriage  was  just  re-entering  the 
courtyard.  The  hall-porter  met  him  with 
demonstrative  concern  and  apology.  Ah!  if 
he  had  only  understood  his  Excellency  better, 
he  could  have  saved  him  all  this  trouble. 
Evidendy  his  Excellency  was  going  with  the 
Arguello  party,  who  had  ordered  a  carriage, 
doubdess,  for  the  same  important  journey,  an 
hour  before,  yet  had  left  only  a  few  moments 
after  his  Excellency.  And  his  Excellency,  it 
would  appear,  had  gone  to  the  wrong  station. 

Paul  pushed  hurriedly  past  the  man  and 
ascended  to  his  room.  Both  windows  were 
open,  and  in  the  faint  moonlight  he  could  see 
that  something  white  was  pinned  to  his  pillow. 
With  nervous  fingers  he  relit  his  candles,  and 
found  it  was  a  note  in  Yerba's  handwriting. 
As  he  opened  it,  a  tiny  spray  of  the  vine  that 
had  grown  on  the  crumbling  wall  fell  at  his 
feet.  He  picked  it  up,  pressed  it  to  his  lips, 
and  read,  with  dim  eyes,  as  follows  : — 
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'  You  know  now  why  I  spoke  to  you  as  I  did 
to-day,  and  why  the  other  half  of  this  precious 
spray  is  the  only  memory  I  care  to  carry  with 
me  out  of  this  crumbhng  ruin  of  all  my  hopes. 
You  were  right,  Paul:  my  taking  you  there 
v>as  an  omen-noi  to  you,  who  can  never  be 
anythmg  but  proud,  beloved,  and  true-but  to 
me  of  all  this  shame  and  misery.     Thank  you 
for  all  you  have  done-for  all  you  would  do, 
my  fnend,  and  don't  think  me  ungrateful,  only 
because  I  am  unworthy  of  it.     Try  to  forgive 
me,  but  don't  forget  me,  even  if  you  must  hate 
me.     Perhaps,  if  you  knew  all— you  might  still 
love  a  little  the  poor  girl  to  whom  you  have 
already  given  the  only  name  she  can  ever  take 
from  you— Yerba  Buena  ! ' 
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CHAPTER  VII 

^T  was  already  autumn,  and 
in  the  city  of  New  York 
an  early  Sunday  morning 
breeze  was  sweeping    up 
the  leaves  that  had  fallen 
from  the  regularly  planted 
ailantus    trees   before  the 
brown-stone  frontage  of  a 
row  of  monotonously  alike 
five-storeyed  houses  on  one 
of  the   principal  avenues. 
,  The  Pastor  of  the  Third 

Presbyterian  Church,  that  uplifted  its  double 
towers  on  the  corner,  stopped  before  one  of 
these  dwellings,  ran  up  the  dozen  broad  steps 
and  rang  the  bell.  He  was  presently  admitted 
to  the  sombre  richness  of  a  hall  and  drawing- 
room  with  high-backed  furniture  of  dark  carv«l 
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woods  like  cathedral  stalls,  and,  hat  in  hand, 
somewhat   impatiently  awaited   the  arrival  of 


She  wu  itgfAu  and  resolute  in  feature* 

his  hostess  and  parishioner.     The  door  opened 
to  a  tall,  white-haired  woman  in  lustreless  black 
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silk  She  was  regular  and  resolute  in  features 
of  fine  but  unbending  presence,  and,  though 
somewhat  past  middle  age,  showed  no  signs  of 
either  the  weakness  or  mellowness  of  years. 

'  I  am  sorry  to  disturb  your  Sabbath  morn- 
ing meditations.  Sister  Argalls,  nor  would  I  if 
It  were  not  in  the  line  of  Christian  duty;  but 
Sister  Robbins  is  unable  to-day  to  make  her 
usual  Sabbath  hospital  visit,  and  I  thought  if 
you  were  excused  from  the  Foreign  Missionary 
class  and  Bible  instruction  at  three  you  might 
undertake  her  functions.     I  know,  my  dear  old 
friend,  he  continued,  with  bland  deprecation  of 
her  hard-set  eyes,   'how  distasteful  this  pro- 
miscuous mingling  with  the  rough  and  ungodly 
has  always  been  to  you,  and  how  reluctant  you 
are  to  be  placed  in  the  position  of  being  liable 
to  hear  coarse,  vulgar,  or  irreverent  speech     I 
think,  too,  in  our  long  and  pleasant  pastoral 
relations,  you  have  always  found  me  mindful  of 
It.     I  admit  I  have  sometimes  regretted  that 
your    late    husband  had  not   more  generally 
familiarised  you  with  the  ways  of  the  world. 
But  so  it  is— we  all  have  our  weaknesses.     If 
not  one  thing,  another.    And  as  Envy  and 
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Uncharitableness  sometimes  find  their  way  in 
even  Christian  hearts,  I  should  like  you  to 
undertake  this  ofifice  for  the  sake  of  example. 
There  are  some,  dear  Sister  Argalls,  who  think 
that  the  rich  widow  who  is  most  liberal  in  the 
endowment  of  the  goods  that  Providence  has 
entrusted  to  her  hands  claims  therefore  to 
be  exempt  from  labour  in  the  Christian  vine- 
yard. Let  us  teach  them  how  unjust  they 
are.' 

*  I  am  willing,'  said  the  lady,  with  a  dry, 
determined  air.  'I  suppose  these  patients 
are  not  professedly  bad  characters  } ' 

'  By  no  means.     A  few,  perhaps ;  but  the 
majority    are    unfortunates— dependent  either 
upon  public   charity  or  some  small  provision 
made  by  their  friends.' 
'  Very  well.' 

'And  you  understand  that  though  th(>y  have 
the  privilege  of  rejecting  your  Christian  minis- 
trations, dear  Sister  Argalls,  you  are  free  to 
judge  when  you  may  be  patient  or  importunate 
with  them.' 

'  I  understand.' 

The  Pastor  was  not  an  unkindly  man,  and. 
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consistency  between  f,;«  J,      "°'"''"*  ^""^  '"- 
his  ChrJ:     A  ^"'"^"^  instincts  and 

".  '-''"st'an  duty.     '  Some  of  them  mav  rl 
quire,  and  be  benefited  by  a  stern  ^^ 
and  Sister  Robbin,  I  fear^  J  t^     ""h' 

Hospual.      As  she  displayed  her    estLi^    , 
and  announced  that  she'hL  taken  ^"0^ 
bms's  place,  the  officials  received  her 
;^ly.  and  gave  some  inst^Xs'  to^  h^X" 
dants,   which,   however    AiA    „  .       '«e  atten- 
••ndividual  comments  "°'    ^'^^    ^^'"^ 

fo  1  */r^'  ■^'!"' "  "^"^'"'^  ^^e™  tl»e  square  thin^ 

'Well,  I  "don't  know:  thev  sav  ^K^'=    •  u 
andeives  a  lof  «■  ™  ^      ^    "®^  "'^h 

thJ  °"^y  ^^^y-  but  if  she  tackles 

for  Mrc^/S:™.™ "."'"' •■-•'• 

organs,    although    moving   rigidly 
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along  from  bed  to  bed  of  the  ward,  equipped 
with  a  certain  formula  of  phrases,  nevertheless 


He  descended  the  ttepi 

dropped  from    time  to    time    some    practical 
common-sense  questions  that  showed  an  almosi 
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masculine  intuition  of  the  patients'  needs  and 
requirements.     Nor  did  she  betray  any  of  that 
over-sens,t.ve  shrinking  from  coarseness  which 
the  good   Pastor  had   feared,  albeit  she   was 
quick  to  correct  its  exhibition.     The  languid 
men  listened  to  her  with  half-aggressive,  half- 
amused  interest,  and  some  of  the  satisfaction 
of  taking  a  b.tter  but  wholesome   tonic       It 
was  not  uatil  she  reached  the  bed  at  the  farther 
end  of  the  ward  that  she  seemed  to  meet  with 
any  check. 

It  was  occupied  by  a  haggard  man,  with  a 
long  white  moustache  and  features  that  seemed 
wasted  by  inward  struggle  and  fever.  At  the 
first  sound  of  her  voice  he  turned  quickly 
towards  her,  lifted  himself  on  his  elbow  and 
gazed  fixedly  in  her  face. 

'Kate  Howard-by  the  Eternal ! '  he  said 
in  a  low  voice.  ' 

Despite  her  rigid  self-possession  the  woman 
started,  glanced  hurriedly  around,  and  drew 
nearer  to  him. 

'Pendleton!'  she  said,  in  an  equally  sup- 

d':;:;trr     '^^--"^°^'-ame,arey:u 


A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE  269 

•  Dying,  I  reckon— sooner  or  later,'  he  said 
grimly,  '  that's  what  they  do  here." 


'Kate  Howard -by  the  Eternal  I ' 

'But— what,'  she  went  on  hurriedly,   still 
glancing  over    her    shoulder  as    if  she    sus- 
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pected  some  trick— 'what  ^      u 

this?'  "^'^^^  ''^s  brought  you  to 

daughter.'  ^""  your 

'I  don't  understand  you.'  she  safH  «.  •  .  t 

disappeared.-     I  know  fL^K  ^  '^^^'"  ^^^ 

»,«.   I-       ,  "^'  between  you  anH 

her  Ive  let  my  old   nigger  die  of  a  K    T 
heart,  because  I  wouldn't  iT..!,  °''^" 

\t  r  ^    •.  '  ^^'^'  3nd  when  I  sav 

It  I  don  t  regret  t.     I've  kpnt  .«,         T       ^ 
ve  Kept  my  word  to  you 
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and,  by  the  Eternal,  your  daughter's  worth  it  I 
For  if  there  ever  was  a  fair  and  peerless  creature 
— It  s  your  child  ! ' 

'And     she-a     rich    woman— unless    she 
squandered  the  fortune  I  gave  her-lets  you 
he  here!    said  the  woman,  grimly. 
'She  don't  know  it.' 

'  Sheskould  know  it!  Have  you  quarrelled  ?' 
bhe  was  looking  at  him  keenly. 

'  She  distrusts  me,  because  she  half-suspects 

the  secret,  and  I  hadn't  the  heart  to  tell  her  all.' 

•  All .?    What  does  she  know .?    What  does 

this  man  know.?     What  has  been  told  her?' 

she  said  rapidly. 

'She  only   knows  that   the  name  she  has 
taken  she  has  no  right  to.' 

•  Right  to .?     Why,  it  was  written  on  the 
Trust— Verba  Buena.' 

•  No  not  that.  She  thought  it  was  a  mis- 
take.     She  took  the  name  of  Arguello ' 

'  What  > '  said  Mrs.  Argalls,  suddenly  grasp- 
ing the  invalid's  wrist  with  both  hands.  '  What 
name  > '  Her  eyes  were  startled  from  their 
rigid  coldness,  her  lips  were  colourless. 

•  Arguello  I     It  was  some  foolish  school-girl 
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fancy  which  that  hound  helped  to  foster  In  her. 
Why— what's  the  matter,  Kate  ? ' 

The  won^in  dropped  the  helpless  man's 
wrist,  then,  with  an  effort,  recovered  herself 
sufficiently  to  rise,  and  with  an  air  of  increased 
decorum,  as  if  the  spiritual  character  of  their 
interview  excluded  worldly  intrusion,  adjusted 
the  screen  around  his  bed,  so  as  partly  to  h-'de 
her  own  face  and  Pendleton's.  Then,  dropping 
into  the  chair  beside  him,  she  said  in  her  old 
voice,  from  which  the  burden  of  ten  long  years 
seemed  to  have  been  lifted— 

'  Harry,  what's  that  you're  playing  on  me.' ' 
'  I  don't  understand  you,'  said  Pendleton, 
amazedly. 

'Do  you  mean  to  say  you  don't  know  it, 
and  didn  t  tell  her  yourself.? '  she  said  curtly 

'  What  >  Tell  her  what } '  he  repeated  im- 
patiently. 

'  That  Arguello  was  her  father  I ' 
'  Her  father  } '  He  tried  to  struggle  to  his 
elbow  again,  but  she  laid  her  hand  masterfully 
upon  h  ;  shoulder  and  forced  him  back.  '  Her 
father!'  he  repeated  hurriedly.  '  Jos^  Arguello  I 
Great  God ! — are  you  sure  ? ' 
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Quietly  and  yet  mechanically  gathering  the 

scattered  tracts  from  the  coverlet,  and  putting 

them  back  one  by  one  in  her  reticule,  she  closed 

It  and  her  lips  with  a  snap  as  she  uttered- 

Yes. 

Pendleton  remained  staring  at  her  silently. 

Yes,  he  muttered,  'it  may  have  been  some 

mstmct  of  the  child's,  or  some  diabolical  fancy 

of  Bnones .     But,"  he  said  bitterly,  'true  or  not, 

she  has  no  right  to  his  name.' 

'  And  I  say  she  /tas.' 

She  had  risen  to  her  feet,  with  her  arms 
folded  across  her  breast,  in  an  attitude  of  such 
Puritan  composure  that  the  distant  spectators 
might  have  thought  she  was  delivering  an 
exordmm  to  the  prostrate  man. 

'I  met  ]os€  Arguello,  for  the  second  time, 
m  New  Orleans.'  she  said  slowly,  'eight  years 
ago.  He  was  still  rich,  but  ruined  in  health  by 
dissipation.  I  was  tired  of  my  way  of  life  He 
proposed  that  I  should  marry  him  to  take  care 
of  him  and  legitimatise  our  child.  I  was  forced 
to  tell  him  what  I  had  done  with  her,  and  that 
the  Trust  could  not  be  disturbed  until  she 
was  of  age  and  her  own  mistress.   He  assented. 

T 
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We  married,  but  he  died  within  a  year.  He 
died,  leaving  with  me  his  acknowledgment  of 
her  as  his  child,  and  the  right  to  claim  her  if  I 
chose.' 

'  And  ? '  interrupted  the  Colonel  with  spark- 
ling eyes. 

'  I  don  i  choose.' 

'Hear  me ! '  she  continued  firmly,  •  With 
his  name  and  my  own  mistress,  and  the  girl,  as 
I  believed,  properly  provided  for  and  ignorant 
of  my  existence,  I  saw  no  necessity  for  reopen- 
ing the  past.  I  resolved  to  lead  a  new  life  as 
his  widow.  I  came  north.  In  the  little  New 
England  town  where  I  first  stopped,  the  country 
people  contracted  my  name  to  Mrs.  Argalls.  I 
let  it  stand  so.  I  came  to  New  York  and 
entered  the  service  of  the  Lord  and  the 
bonds  of  the  Church,  Henry  Pendleton,  as 
Mrs.  Argalls,  and  have  remained  so  ever 
since.' 

'  But  you  would  not  object  to  Verba  know- 
ing that  you  lived,  and  rightly  bore  her  father's 
name  ? '  said  Pendleton,  eagerly. 

The  woman  looked  at  him  with  compressed 
lips.     '  I  should.     I  have  buried  all  my  past, 
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and  all  its  consequences.  Let  me  not  seek  to 
reopen  it  or  recall  them.' 

'  But  if  you  knew  that  she  was  as  proud  as 
yourself,  and  that  this  very  uncertainty  as  to  her 
name  and  parentage,  although  she  has  never 
known  the  whole  truth,  kept  her  from  taking 
the  name  and  becoming  the  wife  oi  a  man  whom 
she  loves  ? ' 

'  Whom  she  loves ! ' 

'  Yes  ;  one  of  her  guardians — Hathaway 

to  whom  you  entrusted  her  when  she  was  a 
child.' 

'  Paul  Hathaway— but  he  knew  it.' 

'Yes.      But  she  does  not  know  he  does. 

He  has  kept  the  secret  faithfully  even  when  she 

refused  him.' 

She  was  silent  for  a  moment,  and  then 
said — 

'  So  be  it.     I  consent' 

*  And  you'll  write  to  her  > '  said  the  Colonel 
eagerly. 

•  No.  But  you  may,  and  if  you  want  them 
I  will  furnish  you  with  such  proofs  as  you  may 
require.' 

'  Thank  you.'     He  held  out  his  hand  with 
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such  a  happy,  yet  childish  gratitude  upon  his 
worn  face  that  her  own  trembled  slightly  as  she 
took  it.     '  Good-bye ! ' 

'  I  shall  see  you  soon,'  she  said. 

'  I  shall  be  here,'  he  said  grimly. 

'  I  think  not,'  she  returned  with  the  first 
relaxation  of  her  smileless  face,  and  moved 
away. 

As  she  passed  out  she  asked  to  see  the 
house  surgeon.     How  soon  did  he  think  the 
patient  she  had  been  conversing  with  could  be 
removed  from  the  hospital  with  safety  ?     Did 
Mre.  Argalls  mean  '  far ' }    Mrs.  Argalls  meant 
as  far  as  M«/_tendering  her  card  and  eminently 
respectable  address.     Ah  .'-perhaps  in  a  week. 
Not  before  ?     Perhaps  before,  unless  complica- 
tions ensued;  the  patient  had  been  much  run 
down  physically,  though,  as  Mrs.  Argalls  had 
probably  noticed,  he  was  singularly  strong  in 
nervous  will  force.     Mrs.  Argalls  had  noticed 
It.  and  considered  it  an  extraordinary  case  of 
conviction— worthy  of  the  closest  watching  and 
care.     When  he  was  able  to  be  moved  she 
would  send  her  own   carriage  and  her  own 
physician  to  superintend  his  transfer.     In  the 
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meantime  he  was  to  want  for  nothing     Cer- 
tainly,  he  had  given  very  little  trouble,  and,  in 


How 


soon  did  he  think  the  patient  could  be  removed 


fact,  wanted  very  little.     Just  now  he  had  only 
asked  for  paper,  pens,  and  ink. 
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CHAPTER  VIII 

S  Mrs.  Atgalls'  car- 
riage rolled  into  Fifth 
Avenue,  it  for  a  mo- 
ment narrowly  grazed 
another  carriage,  loaded 
with  luggage,  driving 
up  to  an  hotel.  The 
abstracted  traveller 
within  it  was  Paul 
Hathaway,  who  had 
returned  from  Europe  that  morning. 

Paul  entered  the  hotel,  and,  going  to  the 
register  mechanically,  turned  its  leaves  for  the 
previous  arrivals,  with  the  same  hopeless 
patience  that  had  for  the  last  six  weeks  accom- 
panied this  habitual  preliminary  performance 
on  his  arrival  at  the  principal  European  hotels. 
For  he  had  lost  all  trace  of  Verba,  Pendleton, 
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Milly,  and  the  Briones  from  the  day  of  their 
departure.  The  entire  party  seemed  to  have 
separated  at  Basle,  and,  in  that  eight-hours 
start  they  had  of  him,  to  have  disappeared  to 
the  four  cardinal  points.  He  had  lingered  a 
few  days  in  London  to  transact  some  business ; 
he  would  linger  a  few  days  longer  in  New  York 
before  returning  to  San  Francisco. 

The  daily  papers  already  contained  his 
name  in  the  list  of  the  steamer  passengers  who 
arrived  that  morning.  It  might  meet  her  eye, 
although  he  had  been  haunted  during  the 
voyage  by  a  terrible  fancy  that  she  was  still  in 
Europe,  and  had  either  hidden  herself  in  some 
obscure  provincial  town  with  the  half-crazy 
Pendleton,  or  had  entered  a  convent,  or  even, 
in  reckless  despair,  had  accepted  the  name  and 
title  of  some  penniless  nobleman.  It  was  this 
miserable  doubt  that  had  made  his  homeward 
journey  at  times  seem  like  a  cruel  desertion  of 
her,  while  at  other  moments  the  conviction  that 
Milly's  Californian  relatives  might  give  him 
some  clue  to  her  whereabouts  made  him  fever- 
ishly fearful  of  delaying  an  hour  on  his  way  to 
San  Francisco.     He  did  not  believe  that  she 
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had  tolerated  the  company  of  Briones  a  single 
«  after  the  scene  af  the  Bad  Hof  1 
tudel      ^u^"'^''"'^^  '■"  ^J^e  Colonel's  atti- 

^eure Tf  f   '''^''=^"-     "°P^'-  of  the 
tad.        r         '^«^'-«««'"ed,  stil!  its  naive  and 
tacit  confession  of  her  feelfncrs  pf  tK 
was  all  tho^  •     , .  "^^""g**  a'  the  moment 

was  all  that  sustained  him. 

Two  days  passed,  and  he  still  limrered 
aimlessly  in  New  York  In  .  *.  ^®'^° 
the  Panan,o     r  ^^°  ^^y^  more 

Heiitatri^rdT^xi-tT"'  ••"  '^■•^ 

He  Visited  the  offiLof'thTSntVu:^: 

^^t:T' '"'  ^''""'"^^  ^'^^  recentpasS^e^ 

vL       '^^"^"0'•-ord  of  anyof  S^pa^! 

What  made  his  quest  seem  the  more  hoSess 

ad    it  off  tf'  ^'"^  '"■°"^^'  -^'-^°^'h 
ome  other.     She  might  even  be  in  New  York 
under  that  new  name  now. 

hisSj!'  "'°™'"8^,°f  'he  third  day.  among 

a  nmld      r.°"'  '^^'  ^°^^  ''^'^  postmark  of 
a  noted  suburban  settlement  of  wealthy  villa- 
owners  on  the   Hudson  River      It  w.«   f 
Millv  \xr^„j  •  "■'ver.     it  was   from 

Milly  Woods  stating  that  her  father  had  read 
of  his  arrival  in  the  papers,   and   begged  he 
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would  dine  and  stay  the  next  night  with  them 
at    Under  Chff/  if  he  'still  had  any  interest  in 


It  was  from  Milly  Woods 


the  fortunes  of  old  friends.  Of  course.'  added 
the  perennially  incoherent  Milly,  'if  it  bores 
you  we  shan't  expect  you.'  The  quick  colour 
came  to  Paul's  careworn  cheek.  He  telegraphed 
assent,  and  at  sunset  that  afternoon  stepped  off 
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the  train  at  a  little  private  woodland  station- 
so  abnormally  rustic  and    picturesque  in  its 
brown-bark  walls  covered  with  scarlet  Virginia 
creepers  that  it  looked  like  a  theatrical  erection. 
Mr.  Woods's  station  wagon  was  in  waiting, 
but  Paul,  handing  the  driver  his  valise,  and 
ascertaining  the  general  direction  of  the  house, 
and  that  it  was  not  far  distant,  told  him  to  go 
on  and  he  would  follow  afoot.     The  tremor  of 
vague    anticipation    had    already  come    upon 
him ;  something  that  he  knew  not  whether  he 
feared  or  longed  for,  only  that  it  was  inevitable, 
had  begun  to  possess  him.     He  would  soon 
recover  himself  in   the   flaring  glory  of  this 
woodland,   and  the   invigoration  of  this  hale 
October  air. 

It  was  a  beautiful  and  brilliant  sunset,  yet 
not  so  beautiful  and  brilliant  but  that  the  whole 
opulent  forest  around  him  seemed  to  challenge 
and  repeat  its  richest  as  well  as  its  most  delicate 
dyes.  The  reddening  west,  seen  through  an 
opening  of  scariet  maples,  was  no  longer  red  ; 
the  golden  glory  of  the  sun,  sinking  over  a 
promontory  of  gleaming  yellow  sumach  that 
jutted  out  into  the  noble  river,  was  shorn  of  its 
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intense  radiance ;  at  times  in  the  thickest  woods 
he  seemed  surrounded  by  a  yellow  nimbus ;  at 
times  so  luminous  was  the  glow  of  these  trans- 
lucent leaves  that  the  position  of  the  sun  itself 
seemed  changed,  or  the  shadows  cast  in  defiance 
of  its  glory.     As  he  walked  on,  long  reaches  of 
the  lordly  placid  stream  at  his  side  were  visible, 
as  far  as  the  terraces  of  the  opposite  shore, 
lifted  on  basaltic  columns,  themselves  streaked 
and  veined  with  gold  and  fire.     Paul  had  seen 
nothing  like  this  since  his  boyhood ;  for  an 
instant  the  great  heroics  of  the  Sierran  land- 
scape were  forgotten  in  this  magnificent  harle- 
quinade. 

A  dim  footpath  crossed  the  road  in  the 
direction  of  the  house,  which  for  the  last  few 
moments  had  been  slowly  etching  itself  as  a 
soft  vignette  in  a  tinted  aureole  of  walnut  and 
maple  upon  the  steel  blue  of  the  river.  He 
was  hesitating  whether  to  take  this  short  cut 
or  continue  on  by  the  road,  when  he  heard 
the  rustling  of  quick  footsteps  among  the  fallen 
leaves  of  the  variegated  thicket  through  which 
it  stole.  He  stopped  short,  the  leafy  screen 
shivered  and  parted,  and  a  tall  graceful  figure, 


I 
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like  a  draped  and  hidden   Columbine,   burst 
through  Its  painted  fohage.     It  was  Verba  I 


raj.  4„.t..,j  .-"urdshini 


She  ran  qJckly  towards  him.  with  parted 
lips,   shmmg  eyes,   and  a  few  scarlet   leaves 


i^' 
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Clinging  to  the  stufif  of  her  worsted  dress  in  a 
way  that  recalled  the  pink  petals  of  Rosario. 

'When  I  saw  you  were  not  in  the  wagon 
and  knew  you  were  walking,  I  slipped  out  to 
intercept  you,  as  I  had  something  to  tell  you 
before  you  saw  the  others.     I   thought  you 

Sft^ed  '"'"'^■*  ^^^  ''°^^^^'  ^"'^  '"'^^""'y 

What  was  this  new  strange  -rhyness  that 
seemed    to    droop    her    eyelids,    her    proud 
head,  and  even  the  slim  hand  that  had  been 
so    impulsively  and  frankly    outstretched  to- 
wanls  h.m?     And    he-Paul-what  was  he 
domg?      Where    was    this    passionate    out- 
burst that  had  filled  his  heart  for  nights  and 
days  ?  Where  this  eager  tumultuous  questioning 
that  his  feverish  lips  had  rehearsed  hour  by 
hour  ?  Where  this  desperate  coumge  that  would 
sweep  the  whole  world  away  if  it  stood  between 
them?     Where,  indeed?      He  was  standing 
only  a  few  feet  from  her-cold.   silent,   and 
tremulous  I 

She  drew  back  a  step,  lifted  her  head  with 
a  quick  toss  that  seemed  to  condense  themoisture 
m  her  shinmg  eyes,  and  sent  what  might  have 
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been  a  glittering  dew-drop  flying  into  the  loosed 
tendrils  of  her  hair.  Calm  and  erect  again,  she 
put  her  little  hand  to  her  jacket  pocket. 

'  I  only  wanted  you  to  read  a  letter  I  got 
yesterday,'  she  said,  taking  out  an  envelope. 

The  spell  was  broken.  Paul  caught  eageriy 
at  the  hand  that  held  the  letter,  and  would  have 
drawn  her  to  him ;  but  she  put  him  aside  gravely 
but  sweetly. 

'  Read  that  letter ! ' 

'Tell  me  of  yourself  first!'  he  broke  out 
passionately.  'Why  you  fled  from  me.  and 
why  I  now  find  you  here,  by  the  merest  chance, 
without  a  word  of  summons  from  yourself] 
Verba .?  Tell  me  who  is  with  you .?  Are  you 
free  and  your  own  mistress— fr»e  to  act  for  your- 
self and  me .?  Speak,  dariing— don't  be  cruel  I 
Since  that  night  I  have  longed  for  you,  sought 
for  you,  and  suffered  for  you  every  day  and 
hour.     Tell  me  if  I  find  you  the  same  Verba 

who  wrote ' 

'  Read  that  letter ! ' 

'  I  care  for  none  but  the  one  you  left  re.  I 
have  read  and  re-read  it,  Verba— carried  it 
always  with  me.     See!     I  have  it  here  I '     He 
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was  in  the  act  of  withdrawing  it  from  his  breast- 
Docket,  when  she  put  up  her  hand  piteously. 

'  Please,  Paul,  please— read  this  letter 
first!' 

There  was  something  in  her  new  supplicating 
grace,  still  retaining  the  faintest  suggestion  of 
her  old  girlish  archness,  that  struck  him.  He 
took  the  letter  and  opened  it.  It  was  from 
Colonel  Pendleton. 

Plainly,  concisely,  and  formally,  without 
giving  the  name  of  his  authority  or  suggesting 
his  interview  with  Mrs.  Argalls,  he  had  informed 
Verba  that  he  had  documentary  testimony  that 
she  was  the  daughter  of  the  late  Jos^  de  Ar- 
guello,  and  legally  entitled  to  bear  his  name. 
A  copy  of  the  instructions  given  to  his  wife, 
recognising  Verba  Buena,  the  ward  of  the  San 
Francisco  Trust,  as  his  child  and  hers,  and 
leaving  to  the  mother  the  choice  of  making 
it  known  to  her  and  others,  was  enclosed. 

Paul  turned  an  unchanged  face  upon  Verba, 
who  was  watching  him  eagerly,  uneasily,  almost 
breathlessly. 

'  And  you  think  this  concerns  meV  he.  said 
bitterly.     '  Vou  think  only  of  this,  when  I  speak 


3S8 
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Of  the  precious  letter  that  bade  me  hope  and 
brought  me  to  you?'  '"Pe.  and 

'Paul,'  said  the  girl,  with  wondering  eyes 

-that  tST- '^\''°^°"'"^^"^°-'^^a: 

inat— this  IS— nothing  to  you  ? ' 
'Yes—but  forgive  me,  darhng!'  he  broke 

aTh?rr''  ^  ^"''^"  ^^^"^  -orsefuLt 
as  he  once  more  sought  her  elusive  hand      •  I 

DC  somethmg  to  you:  ° 

•  Paul,'  continued  the  girl,  her  voice  quivering 

wUhastrangejoy,.do  you  say  that  Jou^^f 
yourself,  care  nothing  for  this  > ' 

hgured  face  with  admiring  wonder 
kindledlnT'l  ""f^'^'   ^    ^    '^^^  -"~'- 

that  Ihi?  r  "^'~'  *"  y°"  ^°"'^  <=-'•«- 

hat-that-I  am  coming  to  you  miJi  «  ««^, 
to  give  you  in— exchange  ?  ' 
He  started. 

'Verba  you  are  not  mocking  me?    You 
will  be  my  wife  ? ' 

wit^'jh/T"''^'  ^''  r^'"^  ^°^''y  I'^-kwards 
wt  the  grave  stateliness  of  a  vanishing  yet 
beckoning    goddess,    until    she    reached^  the 
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sumach-bush    from   which   she   had   emerged 
He  followed.     Another  backward  step,  and  ft 

yelded  to  let  her  through;  but  even  as  it  did 
so  she  caught  him  in  her  arms,  and  for  a  single 
moment  .t  dosed  upon  them  both,  and  hid 
them  m  ,ts  glory.  A  still  lingering  song-bird. 
poss.bly  convinced  that  he  had  mistaken  the 
season   and  that  spring  had  really  come  flew 

out    with    a   little    cry    to    carrv    fL 

S™,t»,.  k  .         -^  ^ry  10  carry  the    message 

South  ;  but  even  then  Paul  and  Verba  emerged 

bv  side      Tr '  '^'""'■'^  ^^^^"y-  -^'  «ide 
by  side    walked   so  composedly  towards  the 

house,  that  he  thought  better  of  it 


ago 
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CHAPTER   IX 

T  was  only  the  iAird 
time  they  had   ever 
met — did  PauJ  con- 
sider that  when   he 
thought    her    cold  ? 
Did  he  know  now 
why    she    had    not 
understood    him    at 
Rosario  ?      Did    he 
understand  now  how 
calculatmg  and  selfish  he  had  seemed  to  her 
that  night  ?    Could  he  look  her  in  the  face  now 
—no,  he  must  be  quiet-they  were  so  near  the 
house,  and  everybody  could  see  them!-and 
say  that  he  had  ever  believed  her  capable  of 
makmg  up  that  story  of  the  Arguellos  ?    Could 
he  not  have  guessed  that  she  had  some  memory 
of  that  name  in  her  childish  recollections,  how 
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or  Where  she  knew  not?    Was  it  strange  that 

SheThTd  f,  .  ^'""^^  '^^^  -"^^h-r  and 

father  had  quarrelled,  and  her  mother  had  run 
away  w.th  somebody  and  lefr  her  a  wardT 

ZtTrr  ''''  '°  '^  concealed  Jm  Her 

more    tenderly  reproachful,   bewildering    and 

as  they  walked  on  in  the  gloaming. 

More  to  the  purpose,  however,  the  tact  that 
Bnones,  as  far  as  she  knew,  did  not  knot  he 
mother  and  never  before  the  night  at  StLd  e 
Bad  had  ever  spoken  of  her.    StHl  more  to  the 
puT^ose,  that  he  had  disappeared  after  an  inter- 
v^w  wuh  the  Colonel  that  night,  and  that    he 
beheved  always  that  the  Colonel  had  boufht 
h.moff.     It  was  not  with /..money.    She  had 
sometunesthoughtthat  the  Colonel a'nd  he  were 
m  confidence,  and  that  was  why  she  had  latelv 
d,stn,sted  Pendleton.     But  she'had  re  us  d  t 
take  the  name  of  Arguello  again  after  thlt 
scene,  and  had  called  herself  only  by  the  name 
he  had  given  her-would  he  fo'rgiL  ^  fo: 

va 
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ever  speaking  of  it  as  she  had  ?— Verba  Buena. 
But  on  shipboard,  at  MlUy's  suggestion,  and  to 
keep  away  from  Briones,  Iier  name  had  appeared 
on  the  passenger  list  as  Miss  Good,  and  they 
had  come,  not  to  New  York,  but  Boston. 

It  was  possible  that  the  Colonel  had  ex- 
tracted the  information  he  sent  h&r/rom  Briones. 
They  had  parted  from  Pendleton  in  London,  as 
he  was  grumpy  and  queer,  and,  as  Milly  thought, 
becoming  very  miserly  and  avaricious  as  he 
grew  older,  for  he  was  always  quarrelling  over 
the  hotel  bills.  But  he  had  Mrs.  Woods's  New 
York  address  at  Under  Cliff,  and,  of  course, 
guessed  where  she  was.  There  was  no  address 
on  his  letter:  he  had  said  he  would  write 
again. 

Thus  much  until  they  reached  the  steps  of 
the  verandah,  and  Milly,  flyin;  down,  was 
ostentatiously  overwhelmed  with  the  unex- 
pected appearance  of  Mr.  Paul  Hathaway  and 
Yerba,  whom  she  had  been  watching  from  the 
window  for  the  last  ten  minutes.  Then  the 
appearance  of  Mr.  Woods,  Californian  and 
reminiscent,  and  Mrs.  Woods,  metropolitan, 
languid,   and   forgetful,   and    the  sudden  and 
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formal  retirement  of  the  girls.     An  arch  and 
indefinable  mystery  ia  the  air  whenever  Paul 


^i-Woat/ 


Mr.  Woods,  Californian  and  reminiscent 

and  Verba  appeared  together-of  which  even 
the  servants  were  discreetly  conscious. 

At  dinner  Mr.  Woods  again  became  retro- 
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spective  and  Callfornian,  and  dwelt  upon  the 
changes  he  had  noticed.     It  appeared  the  old 
pioneers  had  in  few  cases  attained  a  comfortable 
fortune  for  their  old  age.     '  I  know,'  he  added, 
'  that  your  friend  Colonel  Pendleton  has  dropped 
a  good  deal  of  money  over  in  Europe.     Some- 
body told  me  that  he  actually  was  reduced  to 
take  a  steerage  passage  home.     It  looks  as  if 
he  might  gamble— it's  an  old  Californian  com- 
plaint'    As  Paul,  who  had  become  suddenly 
grave  again,  did  not  speak,  Mrs.  Woods  re- 
minded them  that  she  had  always  doubted  the 
Colonel's  moral  principles.     Old  as  he  was,  he 
had  never  got  over  that  freedom  of  life  and 
social  opinion  which  he  had  imbibed  in  early 
days.     For  her  part,  she  was  very  glad  that  he 
had  not  returned  from  Europe  with  the  girls, 
though,  of  course,  the  presence  of  Don  Caesar 
and  his  sister  during  their  European  sojourn 
was  a  corrective.     As  Paul's  face  grew  darker 
during  this  languid  criticism,  Verba,  who  had 
been  watching   it  with  a  new  and  absorbing 
sympathy,  seized  the  first  moment  when  they 
left  the  table  to  interrogate  him  with  heart- 
breaking eyes. 
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'You  don't  think,  Paul,  that  the  Colonel  is 
really  poor  ? ' 

'  God  only  knows,'  said  Paul.  '  I  tremble 
to  think  how  that  scoundrel  may  have  bled 
him.' 

'  And  all  for  me !  Paul,  dear,  you  know  you 
were  saying  in  the  woods  that  you  would  never, 
never  touch  my  money.  What '— exultingly— 
'  if  we  gave  it  to  him  .? ' 

What  answer  Paul  made  did  not  transpire, 
for  it  seemed  to  have  been  indicated  by  an 
interval  of  profound  silence. 

But  the  next  morning,  as  he  and  Mr.  Woods 
were  closeted  in  the  library.  Verba  broke  in 
upon  them  with  a  pathetic  face  and  a  telegram 
in  her  hand.  '  Oh,  Paul— Mr.  Hathaway— r/j 
trwV 

Paul  seized  the  telegram  quickly  :  it  had  no 
signature,  only  the  line  :  '  Colonel  Pendleton  is 
dangerously  ill  at  St.  John's  Hospital.' 

'  I  must  go  at  once,'  said  Paul,  rising. 

'  Oh,  Paul  '—imploringly—'  let  me  go  with 
you!  I  should  never  forgive  myself  \{—and 
its  addressed  to  me,  and  what  would  he  think 
if  I  didn't  come  ? ' 
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Paul  hesitated.  '  Mrs.  Woods  will  let  Milly 
go  with  us— and  she  can  stay  at  the  hotel. 
'Say  yes,'  she  continued,  seeking  his  eyes 
eagerly. 

He  consented,  and  in  half  an   hour  they 
were  in  the  train  for  New  \ork.      Leaving 
Milly  at  the  hotel,  ostensibly  in  deference  to 
the  Woods's  prejudices,  but  really  to  save  the 
presence  of  a  third  party  at  this  meeting,  Paul 
drove  with    Verba    rapidly   to    the    hospital. 
They  were  admitted  to  an  anteroom.      The 
house  surgeon  received  them  respectfully,  but 
doubtingly.      The  patient  was  a  little  better 
this  morning,  but  very  weak.     There  was  a 
lady  now  with  him— a  member  of  a  religious 
and  charitable  guild,  who  had  taken  the  greatest 
interest  in  him— indeed,  she  had  wished  to  take 
him  to  her  own  home— but  he  had  declined  at 
first,  and  :iw  he  was  too  weak  to  be  removed. 
'  But  I  j-eceived  this  telegram  :  it  must  have 
been  sent  at  his  request,'  protested  Verba. 

The  house  surgeon  looked  at  the  beautiful 
face.  He  was  mortal.  He  would  see  if  the 
patient  was  able  to  stand  another  interview  : 
possibly  the  regular  visitor  might  withdraw. 
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When  he  had  gone,  an  attendant  volunteered 
the  information  that  the  old  gentleman  was 
perhaps  a  little  excited  at  times.  He  was  a 
wonderful  man  ;  he  had  seen  a  great  deal ;  he 
talked  much  of  California  and  the  early  days ; 
he  was  very  inter  .ting.  Ah,  it  would  be  all 
right  now  if  the  doctor  found  him  well  enough, 
for  the  lady  was  already  going — that  was  she 
coming  through  the  hall. 

She  came  slowly  towards  them— erect, 
grey,  grim— a  still  handsome  apparition.  Paul 
started.  To  his  horror,  Verba  ran  impulsively 
forward,  and  said  eagerly  :  '  Is  he  better .?  Can 
he  see  us  now  ? ' 

The  woman  halted  an  instant,  seemed  to 
gather  the  prayer-book  and  reticule  she  was 
carrying  closer  to  her  breast,  but  was  otherwise 
unchanged.  Replying  to  Paul  rather  than  the 
young  girl,  she  said  rigidly,  '  The  oatient  is 
able  to  see  Mr.  Hathaway  and  Mjss  Verba 
I3uena,'  and  passed  slowly  on.  But  as  she 
reached  the  door  she  unloosed  her  black 
mourning  veil  from  her  bonnet,  and  seemed  to 
drop  it  across  her  face  with  a  gesture  that  Paul 
remembered  she  had  used  twelve  years  ago. 
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'  She  frightens  me  ! '  said  Verba,  turning  a 
suddenly  startled  face  on  Paul.     '  Oh,  Paul,  I 


•  She  frightens  me  I  •  said  Yerb» 

hope  it  isn't  an  omen,  but  she  looked  like  some- 
one from  the  grave ! ' 

'  Hush  I '  said  Paul,  turning  away  a  face  that 
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'  They  are  coming 


was  whiter  than  her  own. 
now.' 

The  house  surgeon  had  returned  a  trifle 
graver.  They  might  see  him  now,  but  they 
must  be  warned  that  he  wandered  at  times  a 
h'ttic ;  and,  if  he  might  suggest,  if  it  was  any- 
thing iji  famil  importance,  they  had  better 
make  the  most  of  their  time  and  his  lucid  inter- 
vals. Perhaps,  if  they  were  old  friends— z'^ry 
old  friends— he  would  recognise  them.  He 
was  wandering  much  in  the  past— always  in  the 
past. 

They  found  him  in  the  end  of  the  ward,  but 
so  carefully  protected  and  partitioned  off  by 
screens  that  the  space  around  his  cot  had  all  the 
privacy  and  security  of  an  apartment.  He  was 
very  much  changed  ;  they  would  scarcely  have 
known  him  but  for  the  delicately  curved  aquiline 
profile  and  the  long  white  moustache — now  so 
faint  and  etherealised  as  to  seem  a  mere  spirit 
wing  that  rested  on  his  pillow.  To  their  sur- 
prise he  opened  his  eyes  with  a  smile  of  perfect 
recognition,  and,  with  thin  fingers  beyond  the 
coverlid,  beckoned  to  them  to  approach.  Yet 
there  was  still  a  shadow  of  his  old  reserve  in 
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his  reception  of  Paul,  and,  although  one  hand 
interlocked  the  fingers  of  Yerba~who  had  at 


On  her  kne«s  beside  the  bed 

first  rushed  impulsively  forward  and  fallen  on 
her  knees  beside  the  bed— and  the  other  softly 
placed  itself  upon  her  head,  his  eyes  were  fixed 
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upon  the  young  man's  with  the  cerenioniousness 
due  to  a  stranger. 

'  I  am  glad  to  see,  Sii,'  he  began  in  a  slow, 
broken,  but  perfectly  audible  voice,  '  that  now 
you  are— satisfied  with  the  right-of  this  young 
lady- -to  bear  the  name  of— Arguello-and  her 
relationship— Sir— to  one  of  the  oldest ' 

'  But,  my  dear  old  friend,"  broke  out  Paul, 
earnestly,  *  I  never  cared  for  that— I  beg  you  to 
believe ' 

*  He  never— never— cared  for  it— dear,  dear 
Colonel,'  sobbed  Verba,  passionately :  '  it  was 
all  my  fault— he  thought  only  of  me— you  wrone 
him ! '  -^  s 

•/  think  otherwise,'  said  the  Colonel,  with 
grim  and  relendess  deliberation.  'I  have  a 
vivid— impression— Sir— of  an— interview  I 
had  with  you— at  the  St.  Charles— where  you 

said'.^ He  was  silent  for  a  moment,  and 

then  in  a  quite  different  voice  called  faintly- 

'  George ! ' 

Paul  and  Verba  glanced  quickly  at  each 
other. 

'  George,  set  out  some  refreshment  for  the 
Honourable  Paul  Hathaway,     The  best,  Sir— 
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you  understand.  ...  A  good  nigger,  Sir-a 
good  boy  ;  and  he  never  leaves  me,  Sir.    Only 
by  gad !  Sir,  he  will  starve  himself  and  his 
family  to  be  with  me.     I  brought  him  with  me 
to  California  away  back  in  the  fall  of  'forty-nine 
Those  were    the  early  days,   Sir-the  early 

His  head  had  fallen  back  quite  easily  on  the 
pillow  now;  but  a  slight  film  seemed  to  be 
closing  over  his  dark  eyes,  like  the  inner  lid  of 
an  eagle  when  it  gazes  upon  the  sun. 

'They  were  the  old  days,  Sir-the  days  of 
Men-when  a  man's  wordv.-^s  enough  for  any- 
thing, and  his  trigger-finger  settled  any  doubt 
When  the  Trust  that  he  took  from  Man,  Woman 
or  Child  was  never  broken.  When  the  tide' 
Sir,  that  swept  through  the  Golden  Gate  came 
up  as  far  as  Montgomery-street." 

He  did  not  speak  again.  But  they  who 
stood  beside  him  knew  that  the  lide  had  once 
more  come  up  to  Montgomery-street,  and  was 
carrying  Harry  Pendleton  away  with  it 
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